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INTRODUCTION. 
BEGGAR, PLAYER. 


Baker. F Poverty be a Title to Poetry, 
am ſure No- body can diſpute 
mine. T own myſelf of the Company of 
Beg ggars ; and I make one at their weekly 
Feſtivals at St. Giles's. I have a ſmall year- 
ly Salary for my Catches, and am welcome 
to a Dinner there whenever I pleaſe, which 
is more than moſt Poets can fay. 
Player. As we live by the Muſes, tis 
but Gratitude in,us to encourage Poetical 
Merit where-ever we find it. The Mules, 
contrary to all other Ladies, pay no Diſtinc- 
tion to Dreſs, and never partially miſtake 
the Pertneſs of Embro! dery for Wit, nor the 
Modeſty of Want for Dullneſs. Be the Au- 
| thor who he will, we puſh his Play as far as 
it will go. So (though you are in Want) I 
' wiſh you Succeſs heartily. 
Beggar. This Piece | own was originally 
writ for the celebrating the Martiage of 
James Charter and Vell Lay, two moit ex- 
c=iJenr E. Ad- ngen, have introduc'd the 
Sin es that are in all your celebrated Operas: 
Tac 0wall;w, the Bee, the Chip, the Ficw- 
-A 2 355 


ee 
e, oc. Beſides I have a Priſon Scene which 
the Ladies reckon charmingly pathetick. As 
to the Parts, I have obſery? d ſuch a nice 
Impartiality to our two Ladies, that it is im- 
poſſible for either of them to take Offence, 
[ hope | may be forgiven, that I have not 
made 2 my Opera throughout unnatural, ike 
thoſe in vogue; for | have no Recitative : 
Excepting this, as | have conlented to have 
neither Prologue nor Epilogue, it mult be 
aow'd an Opera in all its Forms. The 
Piece indeed hath been heretofcre frequently 
preſented by our ſelves in'our great Room at 
St. Giles's, fo that I cannot too often ac- 
knowledge your Charity | in bringing it now 
on the Stage. 

Player. But I ſee tis time « Cor 4 us to with 
draw ; the Actors arc preparing to begin. 
Play away tne Overture. f (Eri. 
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MCT © SCENE L 
e 8 C E N E, Peachum's Houſe. 


Peauliuu reg at a Jable with a large Book 
of Accounts before him. 


7 A IR I. Anold Woman cloathed in Grey, Sc. 
HRO UO H all the Employments af Life, 
Tuch Wes gur abuſes hts Brother; | 
Irf,ore an # Hague they call lla band It ies 
am; Prof, guns be rogue one arother : 
5 83 The f est 3 e a Cheat, 


The Lawyer be-hnaves the Divine; 
Anil ile Stateſman, becauſe he's ſn great, 

Thinks bit T raie 605 neff as mine. 
A Lawver is an hon 1 Employ 1 YO i> min». Like me 
too he acts in a duud] : Cab. city, both against Rogues and 
tor em; lor tis but fitting that we > ſhouid protect and en- 
courage Chcate, hace we live by them. 


A f Sc E 


ä The Beggars Opera. 
SCENE I. 


Peachum, Filch. 


File 5. Sir, black Mol! hath ſent Word 1 Tryal | 
comes on in the Afternoon, and ſhe hopes you will order 
Matters to as to bring her off. 

Peach. Why ſhe may plead her Belly at worſt ; to my 
Knewlzdge the hath taken care of that Security. But as 
the Wench is very active and induſtrious, you may fatisfy 
her that PI] ſoften the Evidence. N 

Filch. Tom Gaeg, Sir, is found guilty. Do 

Peach. A lazy Dog! When I rook him the Time be- 
fore, I told him what he would come to if he did not 
mend his Hand. This is Death without Reprieve. I 
may venture to Book him. [writes.] For Tom Gagg, 
iorty Pounds. Let Betty Sly know that l'll fave her from 
Tranſportation, tor I can get more by her ſtaying in En- 


gland. 
Fiich. Petty hath brought more Goods into our Lock 


this Year, than any five of the Gang; and in wen tis 


a pity to loſe ſo good a Cuſtomer. 
Peach. If none of the Gang take her off, ſhe may, in 
the common Courſe of Buſineſs, live a Twelve-month 
ienger. I love to let Women 'ſcape. A good Sportſman 
alwars lets che Hen Partridges fly, becaute the Breed of 
the Came do end upon them. Beſides, here the Law | 
allows us no Reward ; there is nothing to be got by the 
| Pain of Women —— —-except our Wives. 
1 iich. Without Di'pute, the is a fine Woman! * Twas 
to her | was obliged ior my Education, and (to fay a 
bold Word) ſhe had train'd up more young F ellows to 
the Batinzts than the Gming- table. | 
Peach. Truy, . Filch, thy Oblervation is right. We 
and the qui geons are more beholden to Women than al | 


the Profeilions belides. 


AIR 


him ri 
away, lor tis a Pleaſure to be the LR of Comtort | 
to F enn! in Affliction. | 


be Beggar's Opera. 
AIR II. The bonny grey-ey'd Morn, Oc. 


Filch. *: Ti is Woman that ſeduces all Mankind, 
By * ave firſt were taẽxyahe æußeedling Arts: 
Her very Eyes can cheal, when mist ſhe's kind, 
She tricks us of our Money ⁊vith our Hearts: 
For her, like Wolves by Night we roam for Prey, 
And practiſe ev'ry Fraud to bribe her Charms ; 
For Suits of Love, like Lawv, are won by Pay, 
And Beauly muſt be fee'd into our Arms. 


Peach. But make haſte to Nexugate, Boy, and let my 
Friends know what I intend ; for I love to make them 


ealy one way or other. 


Filch. When a Gentleman is long kept in Ser 
Penitence may break his Spirit ever after Beſides, Cer- 
tainty | aka a Man a good Air upon his Tryal, and makes 

que another without Fear or Scruple. But III 


SCENE I. 


| Peachum. 


But * tis now high Time to look about me for a decent 


Execution against next Seſions. I hate a lazy Rogue, by 


whom one can get nothing ti he is hing'd. A Rexilter 
of the Gang, [reading] Crook-ingered "Tack: A Year 


and a half in the Service; let me tee how much the Stock | 
owes to Eis Induſtry ; one, two, three, four, five Cold 


Watches, and {even Silver ones A mighty clean hand- 
ed 1 Sixteen Snulk- Boxes. five of them of true 


Gold. Six Dozen of Handkerchiets, four Silver-hilte d 


Swords, half a Dozen of Shirts, three Tye Perti Wig and 
a Piccc ot Bioad Cloth. Conſidering theie are only the 
A 35 , EY Fruits 
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Fruits of his kiture Hours, I don't know a pretiicr Fel- 
iow, for no Nlan alive hath a more engaging Pretence of 
Alind upon the Road. / Dreamy, alias Brown 0G, 
an irtegular Log, ho hath an underhand way of e 
fing of his Conds. I'll try him onlv for a Seſſtons or tic 
onger upon his good Bu e [tfarry Padington, a 
pc petty Jarcuny Raitcil, without the lcall Genius ; that 
Fellow, tho. h le vere to live thee fx Months. will 
never come to the Gale vs with anv Credit Si Ip Pery Lum; 
he goes off the next Sc. hons, for the Villain hath the Im- 
pudence io have \icws of following his *Irade as a Ha- 
lor, Which he calls an honcit Employment. Mal of the 
3.71, liked not akoie a Month ago, a promiſing fiu:dy. 
Fellow, and diligent in is way, ſomewhat too bold and 
baſty, ad nav ratie good Cantiibutions on the | vbiick» 
it he does not cut Limfelf fon by Murder. Tom Tele, 
2 cur2iing, Iciking dot. Whe I» a.ways too drunk to ſtand 
Iimiel” cr to make others ſtand. A Cart is ab. olutehy 
neceſſary lor him. Raul in of Bag ſbot, alias Corgon, alias 
Lluff Bub, alias enn alics Cob Booty. 


SCENE W. 
1. achum, Drs. Pecckum. 


r 17 171 * % : 
noting nei \ NY har of Ref. Por 3 = 3 of . ; n_ | 
a 4 l curite Catlymer of mine. Tu as Be n. ade IC 

; F 1efca Ot rey king. | 

Peach. | have let his Name Cown in the black Lit, 
thar's alt, my Dear ; he {ponds Iits Lite among Women; 
and a5 %% az his NMency is gone, ene er O. ihcr of the 
ads will Lang him tor the kevaid, and there's 10 * 
Veunds joſt to us for ever. 

Nits. Peach. You know, my Dear, never meddle in 
Natters of Death; 1 always cave thale Afiiits to you: 
omen indeed 555 Litter bad Judges in the e C ates, 07 
they we 10 Faria to the Brave that thev UNRK Every NMian 
ATR ue Val 15 going IG UC Ca. por the Gallows. 


AIR. 
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ATR m. cdi nd Raw, tf: 


If any Fench Venus Girdle wear, 
N be never 4 uvly ; 
Lillies and Roſes wil quickly appear, 
And her Face loal. wat rous ſmug r 
Beneath the left Far (5 fit but a Cord, 
(A Robe ½ ehary ing a Lone is, 
The Youth in his Cart hath the Air of a Lord, 
Ard we cry, there dies an Ado. is. 


But really, Hu! and, FOR we not be too :2rd-hearted, 
for you never had a fncor, braver (ct of men than at pre- 
ſent. We have no : br da Murder among them al the'e 
ſeven Months.” And rule, my Gear, that is a great Blefiing, 
Peach, What a dickens is the Woman always a him 

pering about Murder! tor ? 2 Gentleman is ever oK d 
upon the wort ior killing a vlan in bis own Defence; 
and ir Buſineſs cas not be cactied on wit tout it, What 
would you have 2 Gentleman do? 

Mrs Peach. Ii! am in the wrong, my Dear, you mu. 
excuſe me, for no- body can help the 1 0 of an over 
(crupulous Cor.\cience. 

Peach. Murder is as faſhi nable a Crime as a Ae can 
be guilty of. How many fine Gentlemen have we in 
Nexwgate every Year, puicly upon that Article! It 
they have wherewithal to perivad: the Jury to bring | it in 
- Manfaughter, what are they the worſe for it? So my 

Dear, have done upon this Subject. Was Captain Mac- 
heath here this Morning, | or the Dank- notes he left with 
you laſt Weck ? 

Mrs. Peach. Yes my Dear, and though the B nk bath 
ſlopt Payment, he was to ch <arful and fo ne, ſure 

there's not a finer Gentleman upon the Road than the 

Captain! If he comes froin Bugjh / at any feafonable 

Hour be lach E. to make one this Evering veirh 
| Polly 


& 
| 
| 
| 
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Po and me, and Bob Booty, at a Party of Quacrille. 


Pray, my Dear, is the Captain rich * 

Peach. "The Captain keeps too god Company ever to 
grow rich. Mary-bone and the Chocolate- houſes are his 
undoing. The Man that propoſes to get Money by Play 
ſhould have the Education of a fine Gentleman, and be 
train'd up to it from his Youth. 

Mrs. Peach. Really, I am ſorry upon F ally s Account 
the Captain hath not more Diſcretion. What Buſineſs 


| hath he to keep Company with Lords and Gentlemen ? 


He ſhould leave them to prey upon one anocher. 
Peach. Upon Pally's Account! what a Plague does 


the Woman mean — U pon Polly's Account! 


Mrs. Peach. Captain Macheath is very fond of the Girl. 
Peach. And what then? | 
Mrs. Peach. If I have any Skill in the Ways of Wo- 

men, I am ſure Polly thinks him a very pretty Man. 
Peach. And what then? You would not be ſo mad to 

have the Wench marry him! Gameſters and Highway- 

men are generally very good to their Whores, but they 


are very Devils to their Wives, 


Mrs. Peach. But if Polly ſhould be in Love, how mould 
we help her, or how can ſhe help herſelt? Poor Girl, 1 


am under the utmoſt Concern about her. 


Al R IV. Why is your faithful Slave dikin'd ? Be, 


| If Lows the Vis gin's Heart invad, 
How, like a Moth, the fimble Maid 
Still plays about the Flame! 
I/ ſoon ſhe be not made a Wife, 
Her Honour fign'd, and then for Life 


S* be bat I dare 7 not nume. 


Punch Link ye, Wife A knife Wench in our 
way of Buſineſs is as profitable as the Bar of a Tezyple Cot- 
_ fee-houſe, who looks upon it as her Livelihood to grant 

every LIN but one. You ice I would indulge the Girl 
ag 
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as far as prudentiv we can, in any Thing, | but Marriage ! 
after that, my Dear, how ſhall we be fafe ? Are we not 
then in her Huſband's Power : For a Huſband hath the 
abſolute Power over all a Wite's Secrets but her own. It 
the Girl had the Diſcretion of a Court Lady, who can 
have a dozen young Fellows at her Ear without comply- 
ing with one, I ſhould not matter it; but Polly is inder, 
and 1 Spark will at once ſet her on a Flame. Married ! 
it the Wench does not know her own Profit, ture ſhe 
knows her own Pleaſure better than to make herſelf a 
Property! My Daughter to me ſhould be like a Court | 
Lady to a Miniſter of State, a Key to the whole Gang. 
Married ! If the Affair is not already done, I, Il terti: ty 
her from it, by the Example of our Neighbours. 

Mrs. Peach. May hap, my Dear, you may injure the 
Girl. She loves to imitate the fine Ladies, and ſhe may 
only allow the Captain Liberties in the View of Intereſt. 

Peach. But tis your Duty, to warn the Girl againſt 
her Ruin, and to inſtruct her how to make the moſt of 
her Beauty. I'll go to her this Moment, and ſift her. In 

the mean Time, Wite, rip cut the Coronets and Marks 
of thele dozen of Cambric Handkerchiefs, for | can dit- 
pole of them this Aiternoon to a Chap in the City. 
SCENE Y. 
Mrs. Peachum. 

Never was 2 Man more out of the Wa ay in an Arn — 
ment than my Huſband ! why muſt our 1, forivorh, 
differ ſrom her Sex, and love only her Huſband ? And 
why muſt Polly + Mariiage, contrary to all Obſervation, 
make her the leſs followed by other Men? All Men are 


Thieves in Love, and like a Woman the better for being | 
another s Property. | | 


AIR V. Of all the ſimple Things we os De. 
Ala ths like the Holden Ore, | 


BY 555 hath Guineas in!rinfcal i itt, 
Whoſe Worth is never known before 
2. i try'd and igitireſt in the Mint. 


4 Wife 


8 75. | r's Opera. 
A Wife's like a Guinea in Goll, 
Stampt with the Name of her Spouſe ; | 
Now here, nato there; is bought, or is fold ; 
And is current in every Ilou ſe. 


SCENE YI. 
Ars Pexchum, Filch. 


Mrs. Peach. Come hither Fi'ch. I am as fond of tis 
Child as though my Mind miſgiees me te were my ovn. 
He h. 5 as fine a Fland at picking a Pocket as a A an, 
* rd i as ninible finger 'd as a Juzgler If any unluck/ 

S. Hon dees not cut the Rope of thy Li ate, | pronouncy, 
Foy, thou wilt be a great Man in Hiltory. \\ here was 
your Lott lat Night, my Boy? | | 

Htith. | play'd at the Opera, Zaeam ; and conſideting 

"twas neither daik nor rainy, jo that chere Was no great 
Hurry in getting Chairs and C oaches, made a tolerable 
hand on't. T het e ſeven Hank: erchie, Madam. 

Mrs, Peach. Colour'd ones, |] fee. lhev are of fure 
Sale from our Warehoute at He among the Scamen. 

Tilch. And this Snuff box. Ts 

Nis. Pouch Set in Gold! A pretty Encouragement 
| tLis to a young Beginner. 

Filch. 1 had a rare Tug at a charming Gold Watch. 
Fox take the Taylors for maring the Fobs fo deep and 
narrow! It ſtuck by the Way, and I was toic'd to make 
n:y Eicape under a Coach. Really, Madam, I fear I 
II. al be cut off in the Flower of my Youth, lo that every | 
now ard then (ſince I was pumpt) | have thoughts or 
t.. king up and going to Sea. 

Mrs Peach. You fhou'd go to Ilec li in the Tale, and 
to 1/ury-bone, Cliild, to leain Valcur. Theſe are the 
Schools that have bred up fo many brave Men. 1 thought 
Boy by tEis time, theu hadſt loft Fear as well as Shame. 
Poor Lad! how little does he know as yet of the H hi .! 
F or the —_ Fact I'll infure thee from being hang'd ; and 
20g 2 to Sea, F cl h 5 ill 9 ume enough 4 05 ad N ne nee - 
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28 
of Tranſſ portation. But now, ſince you have nothing better 
to do, ev'n go to your Bock: and learn your Catechita - 
for really a Man makes but an ill F igure in the Ordinary's 3 
Paper, who cannot vive a tnisfactory Anſwer to his Que- 
ſtions But, hark you, my Lad, don't tell mea Lye; 
for you know I hate a I yar Do you know of any thing 
that hath paſt between —aptat n Macheath and our Poly. 
Fi. <1 beg you, Rladam. don't aſæ me; for I muſt 
ciner tell a Lve to you or to Mits Pally, for 1 promis d 
her Iv. mals not te ll. | 
Mrs. Jacht. Cut when the Honcur of our Family is 
concert — | | 
Fiich. I ſhall lead a ſad liſe with Miſs Pally, if ever 
ſ:- come to irnow that ] told yu. Beſides, ] would not 
uV illingly ſorteit my own Honour by betraying any body. 
IS. Pu. Yonder comes my Huſband and Polly. 
Come Filth, you thall go with me into my own Room, 
ant te!] me tlie whole Story. Ii | give thee 2 moſt & delici- 
cus Clais of Co di that ! keep f ior my own Diinking. 


SCENE VII 
ane, Polly. 


Poly. 1 know as well as any of the fine Ladies how to 
make the moit of my ſelf and of my Nan too. A Wo- 
man knows how to be mercenary, though ſhe hath never 
been in a Ccurt or at an Aﬀembly. We have it in our 
Natures Pata. If I allow Captain Macheath ſome tri- 
fling Libertics, I have this Watch and other viſible Marks 
of his Favour to ſhow for it. A Girl who cannot grant 
ſome 'I hinge, and refuſe what is molt material, will make 
but a poor hand ol her Beauty, and won be chrown upon 
the Commor. 


A 1 R VI. V hat ſhall 1 do to ſhow how much | 1 
ber, Oe. 


Virgins are like the Fake Flower in its Luſtre, 
Which in the Garden enamels the Ground 
3 Near 


1 
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Near it the Bees in Play futter and clujler, = 
And gaudy Butter flies troltick around, 
Bu when once plc d lis no longer alluring, | 
Ts Covent-Garden i. ſent, (as yet ſweet, ) | 
There fades and ſhrinks, and roms pa, t all en- 


during, 
Rats, flinks, and dies, and is trod under Feet. 


Peach. You know Polly, I am not againſt your toying. 


and tritling with a Cuilomer in the way of Bulineſs, or to 


et out a Secret, or ſo. But if I find out that you have 
play'd the Fool and are ryarried, you Jade you, I'll cut 
your 1 hroat, Hully. Now you Know my Mind. 


8 CEN E VIII. 
Peachum, Polly, Mrs. Peachum. 
A 1 R VII. Oh London e Soak 
Mrs. Peachum in a very great Paſſion. 
Our Polly is a fad Slut ! nor heeds what We taught het, 
1 wonder any Man alive will ever rear a Daughter | 


+ or ſhe muſt have both Hoods and Gowns, and Hoops 10 
[well ber Pride, | | 


With Scarfs and Stays, and G lowes and Lace ; ; and be 


will have Man be/ide ; 


And when ſhe's dreſi with Care and Coft, allrempting | 


fine and gay, 


As Men ſhould ſerve a Cure er, ſhe flings berſelf ny = 


Our Polly is a fad Slut, ac. 


Vou Baggage! you Huſſy! you inconſiderate Jade! had 
you been hang'd, it would not have vex'd me, for thai 
might have been your Misfortune ; but to do ſuch a mad 
IL * by Choice! 1 he Wench is married, — Fo : 

each, 
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Peach. Married ! the Captain is a bold Man, and will 
riſque any thing for Money; to be ſure he believes her a 
Fortune. Do you think your Mother and I would have 
liv'd comfortably fo long together, it ever we had been 
married, Baggage ? 
Mrs. r I knew ſhe was always a proud Slut ; and 
now the Wench has play'd the Fool and married, becauſe 

forſooth ſhe would do like the Gentrv. Can you ſupport 
the Expence of a Huſband, Huily, ig gaming, drinking, 
and whoring ? Have you Money enougi to carry on the 
daily Quarrels of a Man and Wife about who ſuall ſquan- 
der mak? There are not many Huſbands and Wives, | 
who can bear the charges of plaguing one another in a 
handſome way. If you muſt be married, could you intro- 
duce no body into our Family but a Highwayman: Why. 
thou fooliſh Jade, thou wilt be as ill us'd, and as much 
neglected, as if thou hadſt married a Lord?) 

Peach. Let not your Anger, my dear, break through 
the Rules of Decency, for the Captain looks upon himtelf 
in the Milicary capacity, as a Gentleman by his Profelſion. 
Beſides what he bath already, I know he is in a fair way 
of getting, or of dying; and both theſe ways, let me tell 
you, are moſt excellent Chances for a Wife. Tell me, 
Hutly, are you ruin'd or no ? 

Mixe. Peach. With Polly's Fortune ſhe aki very well 
have gone off to a Perſon of Diſlinction. Yes, that you 
might, you pouting Slut ! 

Peach. What, is the Wench dumb? Speak, or III 
* you plead by ſqueezing out an Anſwer fiom you. 
Are you really bound Wite to him, or are you only up- 


on liking? inches her. 
Polly. Oh! | Screaming. 


Mrs. Peach. How the Mother i is to be pitied who hath 
handſome Daughters! Locks, Bolts, Bars, and Lectures 
of Morality are nothing to them: They break through 
them all. They have as much Pleaſure in cheating 2 
Father and Mother, as in cheating at Cards. 
Peach. Why, Polly, I ſhall ſoon know if you are mar- 
red, by Macbeath; s beeping from our Houle. 


AIR 
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AIR VIII. Grim King of the Shock, . 


Polly. Can Love be control by Ad vices G 
Ji ill Cupid our Mothers ebe? 

; T hyunh my Heart Tere as frozen as Ice, 
At his Flame teuνðeb have meited away. 


Ven he kift me fo cloſely he preft, 
Tas fo fret that I mujt have comb!y'd : 
So thougot it both fufeſt and beſt 


To marry for fear 39: Ball aun. 


; Peach, Ther, all che Hopes of our Family are 
gong {or ever and ever. 
Peach. And Macheath may hang his Father and Mo- 
ther-in-Law, in hope to get into their Dau. zhter's Fortune, 
Pully. I did not marry him (as "tis the Fathion) coo!y 
and duiteratiiy fr Honour or Money. But, I love him. 
Mrs. Peach, Love him! worfe end worſe! T thougl.t 
the Girl had been better bred, O Hufbaud, Huſband ! 
her Foliy makes me mad! my Head ſwims; I'm «t1:irac- is 
ted! I can't ſupport my ſelf ——Oh ! [ Faints. 
Peach See, Wench, to whac a Condition you have 
_ reCuced your pove Mother! a Glaſs of Cordial, this In- 
ſtent. How the poor Woman takes it to [Heart ! 
| | | [Polly & oges gut, and returns with it, 
Oh Hufe y, now this is the only Comfort your | Mocher 
has left! | | 
Polly. Give her another Glaſs, Sir; my Mama drinks 
double the Quantity whencver ſhe is oe of. Order. This, 
you ſee, fetches her. 
* Nirs. Feach. "The Girl ſhews ſuch a rexdineſs and ſa 
much concern, that i could almod n In my Heare to 
forgive her. | 


Al R IX. O Jerzy, O Fenry, where bat thou been, 


0 Polly. eu might have toy'd and lift, 


By deeping Min off, you heep them on. 3 
_ | = Polly 
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Polly... But he ſo teas'd me, 
| And he ſo pleas'd me, 
"BY Bat 1 did, you mull have done. 


Mrs. Peach. Not with a Highwaymans—Y Ou ſorry 
Slut! | 
Peach A Word with you, Wifz. *Tis no new thing 
for a Wenth to take Man without conſent of Parents. 
Lou know tis the Frailty of a Woman, my Dear. 
Mrs. Peach. Yes. indeed, the Sex is frail. But the firſt 
time a Woman is frail, ſhe ſhould be ſomewhat nice me- 
thinks, for then or never is the time to make her Fortune. 
. After that, ſhe hath nothing to do but to guard herſelf 
from being ound out, and the may do what ſhe pleaſes. 
Peach. Make yourſelf a little eaſy : I have a 'Thought 
ſhall ſoon ſer all Matters again to rights. Why fo melan- 
cholv, Po/ly ? fince what is done cannot be undone, we 
muſt all endeavour to mike the beſt of it. | 
Mrs. Peach. Well, Pally, as far as one Wan can 
forgive another, 1 forgive taee — Tour F ather is too fund : 
of you, Huſſy. 
ER Polly. Then all my Sorrows are at an end. 
Mrs. Peach. A mighty xt Speech in trath, for a 
* ench . 


Al R X. Thomas, 1 cannot, . 


Polly. J it ea Ship in Storms Was 79%; 
Yet afraid 70 put in 0 Lund; 
Lor feiz' in the Port the Vejjel's loft, 
White T reajure i Counter band. 
The Ii aves are luid, 
My Duty's paid, 
O J Expreſſion! 
Th., Sefe Horte, 
at m nore, 


My all is in my Poſſeſſtan. 


— — —— z — U— 
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Peach. J hear Cuſtomeꝛ:s ir totacr Room, go talk with 
em. Polly; but come to us aya.n 5 ſoon as they are gone. 
hut hark ye, Child. if s tre Gentleman who was 
here Telterday about ch Repeating-Watch. fav, you be- 
lieve we can't get intelligence of it, till to-morrow; for 

ent it to Saky Fedde, to make a Figure with it to- 
night at a Tavern in D. ne. If t'other Gentleman 
calls for the Silver hig 1 57d, you know Beetle-brow'd 
 Femmy hath it on. and h doth not come from Tu nbridge 


| till Tueſday Night; ſo that ic cannot be had till then. 
SCENE 1X 
Peachum, Mrs. Peachum. , 


Peach. Dear Wife be a little paci fied. Don't let your 
Paſſion run away with your Senſes. Polly, I grant you, 
hath done a raſh thing, 5 1 

Mrs. Teach. If ſhe had only an Intrigue with the 
Fellow, why the very beit Families have excus'd and 
| huddled up a Fraiky of that ſort. Tis Marriage, Huſ- 
band, that makes it a Blemiſh,  _ | | 
Peach But Money, \\ iie, is the true Fuller's Earth = 
for Reputaiiney there is not a Spot or a Stain but what 
it can take out A rich rogue no e: 5: Company 
for any Gentleman; and the World, my rar, hat ww. 
ſuch a Contempt for Rognery as yen imagine. | tell 
you, Wife, | can make this March 71.9 to cur Advantage. 
Mrs Peach I am very feaſible, Huſband, that Captain 
| Mac heath is worth Money, but J am in Doubt whether 
1 | he hath not rwo or three Wives already, and then it he 
1 ſhould die in a Seſiion or two, Folly's Dower would come 
VV) 5 15 
Pac. U hat indeed is a Point which ought to be 
conſidered. | e e 


AIR XI A So'dicr gnd aSailor, | 


ox may fleal your Hens, Sir, 
A IÞ here jour Heath and Pence, Sir, 


ou, , 


8 
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Your Daughter rob your Cheſt, Sir, | 
Your Wife may ſteul your Reſt, Sir, 
A Thief your Goods and Plate. 
But this is all but picking, 
With Reft, Pence, Cheſt, and Chicken ; 
It ever was decreed, Sir, a 
If Lawyer's Hand is feed, Sir, 
: He Heals yzur whole Eftate. 


The l awyers are bitter Enemies to thoſe in our Way. 
They don't care that any body ſhould get a * 


Leid but themſelves. 


8 CE. N E X. 
Mrs. peachum, Peachum, Polly. 
Polly. 'T'was only Nimming Ned. He brought in a 


| Damaſk Window-Curtain, a Hoop-Petticoat, a Pair of 


Silver Candleſticks, a Periwig, and one Silk Scocking, | 
from the Fire that happen'd lait Night. 

Peach There is not a Fellow that is cleverer in his way 
and 1aves more Goods our of the Fir- than Ne. 4. But 


now 0, to your Amar; for Matters mutt not be left 


as they are. You are married chen, it leems? 

Pally. Yes, Sir. 

Peach. And how do vor propoſe to live, Child? 
Polly, Like other Women, Sir, upon tae Induſtry of 
my Fluſband. 

Mrs. Feacb What, is the Wench turn'd Fool, a High- 


way+man's Wife, like a Soldier's, bath as little ot his 


Pay, as of his Com pany. 
Peach. And had not you the common Views of a | 


G:-nitewornan 1 in your !iarriage, Po! 


Pally, I don't know what you mean, Sir. | 

Peach. Of a Jointure, and of being a Widow. 

Poly. But i love him, Sir: How then couid I have 
Thooghce ot parting with him ? 
Feuch. Parting with him! Why that is the whole 


Scheme and Intention of all Marriage Articles. Ihe com- 


fortable a 


r 1 — a. 
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fortable Eſtate of Widow-hood, is the only hope that 
keep* up a Wife 's Spirit. Where is the Woman who 
would icruple to bea Wiſe, if ſhe had it in her Power to | 
be a \\idow whenever ihe pleas'd? If you have anv / 
View of this fort, Polly, I ſhall think the Naatch not 0 
very unicaionable. 
Pelly. How I dread to hear vour Aer Let I muſt 
beg vou to BY un Your (elk. 
Peach. Segure what he hath got, have Lim peach Ehe 


next Sellions, and then at once you ate made ric h Wi low. 


Polly, What, mu der the Man 1 Icve! The Blood 
runs coid at my Reart wich the very Thought of it. - 

Peach. Fye, Polly ! What hath Murder to do in the 
Affair? Since the Site ſooner or later muſt happen. 1 
dare ſay, the Captain himſelf would like that we ſhould 


get the Reward for his Death ſconer than a Stranger. 
Why, Holly, the Captain knows, that as tis his Employ- 
ment to rob, fo tis ours to take Robbers ; every Man in 
his Buſineſs. So that there is no Malice in the Caſe. 


Mrs. Peach. Ay, Hulband, now you have nick'd the 


Matter. Io have him peached i is the any Thing could. 
ever make me forge her. 


Al R XII. Now ponder well, ye Parents dear. 


Polly. Oh ponder well be nat ſevere ; 
8 » ſave a <vretched Wife! 
For un the Nope that hangs my Dear, | 
| Depend: poor Polly's 27 


Mrs. Peach. But your Duty to yo ir Parents, Huf N 
abliges you to hang him. Vvhat would many a Wenke 
give! : for ſuch an Opportunity! 

Polly. What is a Jointure, what is VWidow- hood to 
me ? I know my Heart. I cannot turvive him. 


AIR XIII. Le printemps rapelle aux armes. 


The Turtle thus with plaintive crying, 
Her Lover dying, 


— 
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The Turtle thus with plaintive crying, 
Laments her Dove. 


Dawn ſhe arnps quite ſpent with ſigbing, 
Pair dr in Death, as pair 1 in Love. 


Thus, Sir, it will happen to your pcor Polls. 

Mrs Peach. What, is the Fcol in Love in earneſt 
then? hate thee for being particular: Why, Wench, 
thou art a Shame to thy very gex 

Pally. Bu: hear me, Mother. lf you ever lov'd. 

Mrs. Peach. I hoſe curted Play-books ſhe reads have 
been her Ruin. One Word more, Huſly, and [ ſhall 
knock your Brains out, 1! you have anv. 

Peach. Keep out of the Way, Polly, for fear of Mit- i 
chief, and conſider ot what is propos d to vou. 

Mrs. Peach, Aw ay, ety, hang your Hu: band, and 

be dutiful. 


SCENE * 


Mrs. Peachum, Punching 


(Polly iſtening. 
Mrs. Peach. The Thins Huſhand. -- _ thall be 


done. For the fake of Intelligence we mutt take other 


Meatures, and have him peach di the next Seſſions with- 
out her Conſent. If ſhe will not know her Duty, we 


know ours. | 

Peach. But really, my Dear it grieves one's Heart to 
take off a great Man. When I conſider his perfonal Bra- 
very. Ins fine „tratagem, how much we have already got 
by him. and how much more we may get, methinks [_ 


| can t find in mv Heæart to have a Hand in his Death. I 


wiſh you could have made Polly undertake it. 

Mrs. Peach. But in a Cale of Neceliity, o our own Lives 
are in Dunger. | 
Peach. Then, indeed, we * W © with the Cuſ- 
toms of the V/or'd, and make Gratituce give way to In- 


tereſt.— Ile ſhall be taken off. 


Mrs. Peach. Ul untertake to manage Polly. 
Fd And [i] prepare Matters for the Ol, / Bails. 
Ee „ S CEN E 
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SCENE XII. 
Polly. 
I I'm a Wretch, indeed —Methinks I ſee him al- 


ready in the Cart, ſweeter and more lovely than the Noſe- 
gay in his Hand !-—T hear the Crowd extolling his Reſolu- 


tion and Intrepidity !—— W hat Vollies of Sighs are ſent 
from the Windows of Holborn, that fo comely a Youth 


ſhould be brought to Diſgrace !—I ſee him at the Tree! 
The whole Circle are in 'Tears!—even Butchers weep !— 
Fack Ketch himſelf heſitates to perform his Duty, and 

would be glad to loſe his Fee, by a Reprieve. What 
then will become of Pally /—As yet I may iniorm him 
of their Deſign, and aid kin in his Eſcape—Irt thall be ſo 


hut then he flies, abſents himſelf, and I bar my ſelf. 


from his dear, dear Converſation ! That too will diftract 


me- If he keeps out of the way, my Papa and Mama 


may in Time relent, and we may be happy.—lt he ſtays, 


he is hang'd, and then he is loft tor ever !—He intended 
to ye conceal'd in my Room, till the Duſk of the Even- 


If they are abroad, I'll this Inſtant let him out, 1 
ſomes Accident ſhould prevent him. 


SCE N E XII. 
| Pally, Macheath. 
AIR XIV. Pretty Parrot, * 


(Exit and returns. 


| Mach. Pieth Polly, ſay, 


When I was away, _ 
Did your Fancy never ſtray 
70 fume newer Lover ? 
polly.  Withoat Dilguiſe, 
Heawing Sigbs, 
Doating Eyes, 
My conflant Heat diſcover, © 
Fondlty let me Ioll | 
Ma ach. 2 [retiy, pretty Poll. 


7 he Beggar s Opera. 19 


Polly. And are you as fond as ever, my Dear? 
Mach. Suſpect my Honour, my Courage, ſuſpect any 
Thing but my Love—May my Pittols miſs Fire, and my 
Mare flip her — while I am purſu d, If Lever for- 
ſake thee 

Polly. Nay, my Dear, I have no Reaſon to doubt you, 
for I fnd in the Romance: you lent me none of the great 
Heroes were ever falſe in Love. 


A I R XV. Pray, Fair One be kind — 


Mach. My Heart 2as ſo free, 
It rov' d like the Bee, 
"Tis Polly my Paſſion requited ; 
I fipt each Flower, 
1 chang'd ev'ry Hour, 
But her e ev'ry Flower is united. 


Polly. Were you ſentenc'd to Tranſportation, ſure, my 

Dear, you could not leave me behind you—could you ? 
0 Mach. Is there any Power, any Force that could tear 

me from thee? You might ſooner tear a Penſion out of 

the Hands of a Courtier, a Fee from a Lawyer, a pretty 

Woman from a Looking-glafs, or any Woman from Qua 

| drille—But to tear me from thee is PEE? 


AIR XVI. Over the Hill and far away. 


Mere I laid on Greenland's Coaſt, 
Anil in my Arms embrac'd my Laſs; 
Warm amidſt eternal . 
| Too ſoon the Half Year's Nights would paſs. 
Polly. Were I fold on Indian Soil, 
Son as the burning Day was clis'd, 
I could mock the ſultry Tail, 
| When on my Charmer's Breaſt rebosd 
Mach. And I ao love you all the Day. 
Polly. Every Night would kiſs and ply. 
. „„ . Mach 


3 ä 9 5 | 
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Mach. If with me you'd fondly ſtray. 
Polly. Over the Hills and far away. 


P;/'y, Yes, I would go with thee. But on ow 
ſhall I ſpeak it? I muit be torn trom thee. We mutt 

1 ach. How ! Parr”. 

Pol. We muſt, we muſt.—My Papa and Mama are 

ſet againſt thy Liſe. Jhey now. ev'n now are in S arch 

alter thee They are prepiting Lvidence againſt thee, 


Thy Li. e depends upon a Moment. 
AIR XVIL Gin thou wert mine awa Thiag— 


O vad Pain it is to part s 
Can | hate thes, can ] leate thee ? 
O what Pain it is lo part! 
Can thy Polly ever leave thee ? 
But le/i Death my Love ſhould thwart 
And bri Ing thee 1 the faial Cart, | 
Thus I tear thee from my bleeding Tleart ! 
Fly hence, and let me leave thee.” 


One Kits and then—one Kits, begone—fire owel. 
Mach. Mv Hand, my Heart, my Dear, is lo livettecd 
to thine, that I cannot unloole my Hold. 


Polly. But my Papa may intercept thee, and then [ 
ſhould loſe the very glimmering of Hope. A few Weeks. 
perhaps, may reconcile us all. Shai thy Polly hear 


trom thee? 
Mach, M: I then go? 
Polly. And wiil not Abſence change vour Love ? 
Mach. Ir you doubt let me ilay and be ang d. 


PS. Oh bon ear! love [ tremble | - Go— but: 
when Salety i give you [ 0 uve, you will be lure to lee 


AIR 


me again; tor af then £9; ty i {5 wreiched. 


2 


} 
s 


| Mach. The Miſer thus a Shilling ſees, [Parting and loolk- 
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AIR XVIIL o the Broom, Ee. 


Which he's oblig'd to pay, ing at each other 
WithsS ighs refigns it by degrees, with Fondneſs ; 
And fears tis gone for aye. he at one Door, 

ſhe at the other. 


Polly. The Bay, thus, when bis Sparrow's flown, 
| The Bird in Silence eyes 3 2 
But ſ11n as out of Sight 'tis gone, 


. Whines, whimpers, ſobs and cries. 


- 00200990000000030?20000000009 


ACT IL. SCENE. L 


A Tavern near N ewgate. 


| * Twitcher, Crook PEE Jack, Wat. Dreary, 


Robin of Bagſhot, Nimming Ned, Henry Padding- 
ton, Matt of the Mint, Ben Budge, Sd the reſt of the 
_ Gy at the Table, with Wine, Brandy and Tobaces. 


Ben. DU T pr 2 Matt, what is become of thy 


Brother Tom? 1 have not ſeen him ſince my 
return from "Tranſportation. 


Matt. Poor Brother Tom had an PWT" this time 
Twelve Month, and ſo clever a made Fellow he was, 


that I could not fave him from thoſe fleaing Raſcals the 


Surgeons ; and now poor Man, he is _ the Otamys | 
at Surgeons Hall. 

Ben. So it ſeems, his Time was come. 

Jem. But the preſent Time is ours, and no Body abve 
hath more. Why are the Laws levell'd at us ? Are we 
more diſhoneſt than the reſt of Mankind ? What we win, 

| 3 SGentle- 
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Gentlemen, is our own by the Law of Arms, and the 
Right of Conqueſt. 

Crock. Where ſhall we find ſuch another Set of practical 


Philoſophers, w ho to a Man are above the Fear of Death ? 
Wat. Sound Men and true ! 


Robin. Of try'd Courage, and indefatigable Induſtry ! 


Med. Who is there here that would not die for his 
Friend? 


Harry. Who i is there here that would 8 him for 


his Intereſt? 
much. 


every Man hath a right to enjoy Life. 


Matt. We retrench the Superfluities of Mankind. The 
World is avaritious, and I hate Avarice. A covetous Fel- _ 


low like a Jack-daw, ſteals what he was never made to 
enjoy, for the ſake of hiding it. Theſe are the Robbers 
of Mankind, tor Money was made tor the Free-hearted 
and Generous, and where is the Injury of taking from a- 

nother what he hath not the Heart to make uſe of? 


Jem. Our ſeveral Stations tor the Day are fixt. Good 
Luck attend us. Fill the Glatles. | 


AIR I. Fil ev'ry Glaſs, Oe. 


Matt. Fill ev'ry Glaſs, for Wine om us, 
And fires us, | 

With Courage, Love and Toy; 

Women and Wine ſhould Life TI 

1s there ought elſe on Earth defirous 2 

| Chorus Fill em * Glaſs, Kc. | 


S C E N E II. 
To them enter Macheath. 


| Mach. Gentlemen, well met. My Heart hath been 
with you this Hour; but an unexpected Affair hath de- 


| tain'd me. No Ceremony, I beg you. 


| Matt. 


Matt. Show me a Gang of Courtiers that can fay as 


Ben. We are for a juſt Partition of the World, for 


—— G1 


been 


h. de- 


Matt. 
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Matt. We are juſt breaking up to go upon Duty. Am 
I to have the Honour of taking the Air with you, Sir, 


this Evening upon the Heath? I drink a Dram now and 
then wich the Stage coach-men in the way of Friendſhip 


and Intelligence; and I know that about this Time there 


will be Patſengers upon the Weſtern Road, who are 


| worth ſpeaking wich. 


Mach. I was to have been of that Party——but— 
Matt. But what, Sir? 
Mach. Is there any Man who ſuſpects my Contage? | 
Matt. We have all been Witneſſes of it. 
Mach. My Honour and Truth to the Gang? 

Matt. I'll be anſwerable for it. 
Mach. In the Diviſion of our Booty, have I ever ſhown 


the leaſt Marks of Avarice or Injuſtice ? 


Matt. By theſe Queſtions ſomething ſeems to have 


ruffled you. Are any of us ſuſpected ? 


Mach. J have a fixt Confidence, Gentlemen in you all, 


as Men of Honour, and as fuch I value and reſpect you. 


Peachum is a Man that is uſeful to us. 
Matt. Is he about to play us any foul Play ? Pl ſhoot 


Him through the Head. 


Mach. | beg you Gentlemen, act with Conduct and 


Diſcretion. A Piſtol is your laſt Reſort. 


Matt. He knows nothing of this Meeting. 
Mach. Buſineſs cannot go on without him. He is a2 
Man that knows the World, and is a neceſſary Agent to 


us. We have had a flight Difference, and till it is ac- _ 
commodated I ſhall be obliged to keep out of his way. 
Any private Diſpute of mine ſhall be of no ill Conſe- 
quence to my Friends. You muſt continue to act under 
his Direction, for the Moment we break looſe from him, | 
our Gang is ruin'd. | 
Matt. As a Bawdtoa Whore, grant you, he i is to 
us of great Convenience. | 


Mach. Make him believe J have quitted the Gang, 


which I can never do but with Life. At our private 


Quarters I will continue to meet you. A Weck or ſo 


uv ill probably reconcile us. 


Matt. Your Inttructions ſhall be obſery'd, Tis now 
B23 high 
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high Time for us to repair to our ſeveral Duties; ſo till 
the Evening at our Quarters in Moor-field we bid you 
tarewel. 
Mach. I ſhall wiſh myſelf with you. Succeſs attend 
you. ( Sits down melancholy at the Table. 


AIR IL March in Renalds with Drums — Trumpets 


Matt. Let us take the Real. 

Hark ! I hear the Sound of Coaches! 
The Hour of Attack approaches, 

To your Arms, brave Boys, ang load. 

Ste the Ball IH! 

Let the Chymiſts tail like Aſſes, 

Our Fire their Fire ſu paſſes, 

And turns all our Lead to Gold. 


| [The Gang rang din the Pawns of Fs Stage, load their 
Fiſtols, and ſtick them under their . then go 1 
üngingt the firſt Part in Chorus. ac 


8 CE. N E III. 
Mac beath, Drawer. | 


Mach. What a Fool is a fond Wench ! Polly is mot 
confoundedly bit——1 love the Sex. And a Man who 
loves Money, might be as well contented with one Gui- 
nea, as | with one Woman. The Town perhaps hath 
been as much oblig'd to me, for recruiting it with iree 
hearted Ladies, as to any recruiting Officer in the Army. 
Tt it were not for us and the other Gentiemen of the 
Sword, Drury-Lane would be uninhabited. 


AIR III. Would you have a young Virgin, De 


If the Heart of a Man is depreſt with Cares, 
The Milt is di ell 4 when a Woman n appears ; ; 


[ihe 


eir 


We: 


Lite : 


[ 
\ 
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Like the Notes of a Fiddle, ſbe ſweetly, ſweetly 
Raiſes the Spirits and charms our Ears. 
Roſes and Lillies her Cheeks diſcloſe. 
| But her ripe Lips are more ſweet than thoſe. 
. | | 
Careſs her 
ub Bliffes, 
Her Kiſſes | | 
Diſſolve us in Pleaſure, and ſoft Repoſe. 


' I muſt have Women. There is nothing unbends the Mind 


like them. Money is not fo ftrong a Cordial for the Time. 

Drawer.—{(Enter Drawer) is the Porter gone for all the 
Ladies, according to my Directions? . 
Drau. | expect him back every Minute. But you 
know, Sir, you ſent him as far as Hockley in the Hole, for 


three of the Ladies, for one in /inegar Tard, and for the 
reſt of them tomewhere about Lewkner's Lane. Sure 

| ſome of them are below, for I hear the Barr Bell. As 
they come | will ſhow them up. Coming, coming. 


SCENE IV. 


| Macheath, Mrs. Coaxer, Dolly Trull, Mrs. Vixen, Betty 


Doxy, jenny Diver, Mrs. Slammekin, Suky Tawdry, 


and Molly Brazen. 


Mach. Dear Mrs. C1axer, you are welcome. You look - 
charming to day. I hope you don't want the Repairs of 
Quality, and lay on Paint —Dolly Trull ! Kiſs me, you 


Slut; are you as amorous as ever, Huſſy? You are always 


ſo taken up with ſtealing Hearts, that you don't allow _ 


*yourſelf Time to ſteal any thing elſe. Ah Dolly, thou 


wilt ever be a Coquette—Mrs. Vixen, I'm yours, I always 

lov'd a Woman of Wit an! Spirit ; they make charming 

Miſtreſſes, but plaguy Wives Betty Doxy ! Come 

hither, Huſly, Do you drink as hard as ever? You had 

better ſtick to good wholeſome Beer; for in troth, Berry, _ 
; -B 3 Strong 
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Strong-waters will in time ruin your Conſtitution. You 
thould !-2ve thoſe to your Betters. What and my pretty 
Fenny Liver too! As prim and demure as ever! There 
ia not any Prude, though ever fo high bred, hath a more 
ſanctifyd Look, with a more miſchievous Heart. Ah! 
thou art a dear, artful Hypocrite—Mrs. S/ammekin ! As 
careleſs and gentce] as ever! All you fine Ladies, who 
know your own Beauty, affect an Undreſs—But ſee, here's 
Suky Tawdry come to contradict what I was faying, 
Every thing ſhe gets one way ſhe lays it upon her Back. 
Why, Suky, you muſt keep at leaſt a dozen Tally-men. 
| Moth 2 4 (She kiſſes him) That's well done. I love 
a free hearted Wench. Thou haſt a moſt agreeable Aſ- 
ſurance Girl, and thou art as willing as a Turtle But 
hark, IT hear Mufick. The Harper is at the Door. If 
Muſick be the Food of Lowe, play on. F'er you leat your 
ſelves, Ladies, what think you of a Dance? Come in. 
bt Eater Hurper.) Play the French * that Mrs. 
Slammekin was ſo fond of. N 


(A Dance a la ronde ix the French manner ; 5 near the 
End of it this ſong and Chorus. | 


AIR IV. Cotilon. | 
Youth' s the Seaſon made for ; 


Lowers then gur Duty, 
She alme who that employs, 
5 # ell deſerves her Beauty. 
VVV 
While we may, | 8 
Beauty's a Flocuer, deſpis' d in Decay. 
Touth's the Seaſon, dc. oo 


Let us drink and ſport to-day, 
Durs ts not. to-morrow. 
Love with Youth flies ſwift away, 
Age i is nought Ol Sorrow, 


Dance 


* 
& 
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Dance and fing. | | 
Time's on the Wi ing. | 
Life never knows the Return of * 
Chorus. Let us drink, &c. 


Mach. Now, pray Ladies, take your Places, here Fel 


| low, (pays the Harper.) Bid the Drawer bring us mor 


Wine, (Ex Harper.) If any of the Ladies chuſe Gina 
I hope they will be fo free to call for it. 
Jenny: You look as if you meant me. Wine is tron 
enough for me. Indeed, Sir, I never drink Strong-Wza 

ters, but when I have the Cholic. 
Mach. Juſt the Excuſe of the fine Ladies! Why, 2 


Lady of Quality is never without the Cholic. I hope, 


Mrs Coaxer, you have had good Succeſs of late in your 
Viſits among the Mercers. 


Coax, We have ſo many lan e with In- 


duſtry, one may ſtill have a little Picking. I carried 4 
ſilver flower'd Luteſtring, and a Piece of black Paduaſoy 
to Mr. Peachum's Lock but lait Week. 


Vix. There's Molly Brazen hath the Ogle of a Rattle- 


Snake. She rivetted a Linen-draper's Eye ſo faſt upon 


her, that he was nick'd of three Pieces of 8 be- 


fore he could look off. 


Bras. Oh dear Madam !—But ſure nothing can come 


up to your handling of Laces! And then you have ſuch 
a ſweet deluding Tongue! To cheat a Man is nothing; 


but the Woman muſt have fine Parts indeed who cheats a 
1 


Vix. Lace, Madam, lies in a ſmall Compela, nd is 


of eaſy Conveyance: But you are apt Madam, to think 
too well of your F riends 


 Caax. If any Woman had more Art than another, to 


beſure, tis Jenny Diver. Though her Fellow be never 


fo agreeable, ſhe can pick his Pocket as cooly, as if Mo- 
ney were her only Pleaſure. Now that is a Command o 


the Paſſions uncommon in a Woman ! 


Jenny. I never go to the Tavern with a Man, but in the 
View of Buſineſs. I have other Hours, and other ſors 


4. , - 
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of Men for my Pleaſure. But had 1 your Addreſs, 


Madam 


Mach. Have done with your Compliments, Ladies, 
and drink about : 10 are not fo fond of me, Jenny, 


as you uſe to be. 
| 2 *T'is not convenient, Sir, to ſhow my Fond- 
neſs 


among ſo many Rivals. Tis your own Choice, and 


not the Warmth of my Inclination that will determine 


You. 


A IR v. All in a miſty Morning, e. 


Before the Barn. door crowing, 
The Cock by Hens attended, 
His Eyes around him throwing, 


Stands for a while ſuſpended. 


Then one he ſi ngles from the Crew, 
And cheers the happy Hen; 


With how do you do, and how do you do, 
And how do you do again. | 


Mach. Ah Tenny ! Thou art a dear Slut. 

Trul. Pray, Madam, were you ever in keeping ? | - 

Tawd. IJ hope Madam, I ha'nt been ſo long upon the 
Town, but I have met with ſome good Fortune as well 
as my Neighbours. 5 

Trul. Pardon me, Madam, Imeant no Harm by the 
Queſtion ; 'twas only i in the Way of Converſation. 


Tawd. Indeed, Madam, if I had not been a Foul, I 


might have liv'd very handſomely with my laft Friend. 


But upon his miſſing five Guineas, he turn'd me off. 
Now I never ſuſpected he had counted them. 

Slam. Who do you look upon, Madam, as your beſt 
ſort of Keepers ? 

Trul. That, Madam, i is ethics as they be. | 

Slam. I, Madam, was once kept by a Few; and bating 


their — to Women oy are a good fort of People. 


Tawd, 


* 


Zelt. 
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Ja rod. Now for my part, I own I like an old Fellow, 


for we always make them pay for what they can't do. 


Vix. A ſpruce Prentice, let me tell you, Ladies, is no 
ill Thing, they bleed freely, | have fent at leaſt two or 
three Dozen of them in my Time to the Plantations. 2 

Jenny. But to be ſure, Sir, with ſo much good For- 


tune as you have had upon the Road, you mult grow im- 


menſely rich. 
Mach. The Road, indeed, hath done me jullice, buc 


the Gaming-T able hath been my Ruin. 
AIR VI. When once 1 lay with another Man's Wife, Se 


| Jen. The — and Lawyers are Jugglers ali le, 


If they meddle, your All is in Danger; 

Lie Gyph/ies if once they can finger a Souſe, 

| Tour Pockets they pick, and they pilfer yuur theſe, 
And give your Eſtate to a Stranger. 


Theſe are the Tools of a Man of 8 Cards and Dice 


are only fit for cowardly Cheats, who prey upon their 


3 ciends (She takes up his Piſtol, Tawdry takes up the other. 


Tawd.'l his, Sir, 1 is fitter for your Hand. Betides your 


| Lofs of Money, tis a Loſs to the Ladies. Gaming takes 


vou off from Women. How fond could I be of you! 


but before Company, tis ill bred. 


Mach. Wanton Hutlie: ! 
Fen. I mutt and will have a Kiſs to give my ” Wi ine a 


(They take him abut the Neck, and make Signs 13 
Peachum and Conſtables, wha ruſh in upon bin. 


"$CENE-V.- 
8 To them Peachum, 4nd Conſtables. 


Peach. I ſeize you, Sir, as my Priſoner. 
Mach, Was this well done, Fenny ? Wom n 
are Decoy Ducks; who can trutt them? ans, Jades, 

Jilts, Harpics, Fulics, Wers! 
B 5 1 


war 
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Peach. Your Caſe, Mr. Macheath is not particular. 
The greateſt Heroes have been ruined by Women. But 
to do them Juſtice, I muſt own they are a pretty ſer of 
Creatures if we could truſt them. You mult now, Sir, 
take your Leave of the Ladies and if they have a Mind 
to make you a Viſit, they will be ſure to find you at home. 
The Gentleman, Ladies, lodges in Newguie. | Conſta- 
bles wait upon the Captain to his Lodgings. | 


AIR * II. When firſt I laid Siege to my Chloris, Kc. 


Mach. At the Tree I ball ſuffer with pleaſure, 
At the Tree I ſhall ſuffer with pleaſure. 


Let me go where | will, 
In all kinds of Ill, 


I ſhall find no ſuch Furies as theſe are. 
Sack Ladies, Tl take care the Reckoning ſhall be 


 dichargd. 


+”; Ex. Macheath, garde with Peachum and Conftable 
5 SCENE VL 


The Win omen 1 emaĩn. 


ix. Look ye, Mrs. Jenny, though Mr. Peachum 
may have made a private Bargain with you and Sufy 
Taxedry for betraying the Captain, as we were all aſ- 
ſifting, we ought all to ſhare alike, 

Coax, I think Mr. Peachum, after ſo long an Acquaint- 

ance, might have truſled me as well as Jenny Diver. 
Sant. I am ſure at leaſt three Men of his hanging, and 
in a Year's time too, (if he did me e Jullice) ſhould be let 
down to my Account. 

Trul. Mrs. Slammekin, that is not fair. For vou 
know, one of them was taken in B.d with me. 5 
| Jenny. As far as a Bowl of Punch or a Treat, I believe 

Mrs. Suky will join with me.———— As for any thing 
elſe, Ladies, you cannot in n Conſequence expect it. * 

Sam. 
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Slam. Dear Madam. 
Trul. I would not for the World 
Slam. I is impollible tor me 
Trul. As | hope to be ſavd, Madam. 
Slam. Nay, then I muſt {tay here all Night 
Trul. Since vou command me. 

(Excunt with great Ceremony. 


SCENE VII. Newgate. 
Lockit, Turnkey:, Macheath, C:n/lul ies. 


Lock, Noble Captain, you are welcome. You have 
not been a Lodger ot mine this Year and half. You 
know the Cuſtom, Sir, Garnifh, Captain, Garnith. Hand 
me down tho'e Fetters there. 

Mach. Thoſe, Mr. Lockit, ſeem to be the heavieſt of 
the whole Set. With your Leave, I ſhould like the fur- 
ther Pair better. 

Lock. Look ye Captain, we know what is fitteſt for 
our Priſoners. When a Gentleman uſes me with Civility, 
I always do the beſt I can to pleate him —.— Hand 
them down, | fay— We have them of all Prices, 
from one Guinca to ten, and tis fitting every Centleman 
ſhould pleate himſelf. 

Mach. I underſtand you, Sir, ( gives Money. ) The 
Fees here are ſo many ar d ſo exorbitant, that few For- 
tunes can bear the Expence of getting of handiomely, or 
of dying like a Gentle nan. | 

Lach. Thoſe I fee, will fir the Captain better — 
Take down the further Pair. Do but examine them, Sir, 
— — Never was better Wo: k How genteely 


they are maile !—' hey will fit as eafy as a Glove, and 
the niceſt Man in Englund might not be ath:zm'd to wear 
them (He ſuls an ihe Chains ) If I had the bet Gen- 
tleman in the Land in my Cuſtody, I could not equip 
him more handſomely. And fo, Sir, I now leave you 
to your private Medi tations. e 


SCENE 
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SCENE VIII. 
Macheath. 
Alk VIII. Courtiers, Courtiers, think it no harm, Ec. 


— W eſcape from Rope and Gun, 
„ ſome have out-liv'd the Doctor's Pills ; 
1 2 a Woman muſt be u ndone, 
That Baſiliſt is ſure to kill. | 
The Fly that fips Treacle is loſt in the Seweets, 
So he that tales Woman, Moman, Woman, 
He that caſtes W, oman, Ruin meets. 


To what a woful Piight have I brought myſelf! ! Here 
muſt I (all Day long, till I am hang d) be confin'd to 
| her the Reproaches of a Wench who lays her Ruin at 
my Door I am in the Cuſtody of her Father, and to 
be fure if he knows of the Matter, I fhall have a fine 
Time ont betwixt this and my Execution But I promis'd 
the Wench Martiage — What ſignifies a Promiſe to a Wo- 
man? Does not Man in Marriage itſelf promiſe a hundred 
things that he never means to perform ? Do all we can, 
| Women will believe us; for they look upon a Promiſe as 
an Excuſe for following their own Inclinations. But 
here comes Lucy, and I cannot ext fi trom ber. - Wou'd 

1 were deat! ! 


SCE 0 K . 
ee Lucy. | 


by You baſe Man vou—how can you lock me in 
the Face alter what hath paſt between us? See here, 
per fidious Wretch, how I am forc'd to bear about the 
Load of Infamy you ha! e laid upon me O Macheath ! 
_ * thou haſt robb'd me of 1 Quict— to ice thee tortur'sd 
_ weuld give me e bre. 


AIR 
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AIR IX. A lovely Laſs to a Friar came, &c. 


Thus when a Huſwife ſees a Rat 
In ber Trap in the Morning taken, 
With pleaſure her Heart goes pit a pat 
In Revenge for her loſs of Bacon : 
Then ſhe throws him | 
To the Dog or Cat 
To be worried, cruſhed and Halen. 


Mach. Hare you no Bowels, no Tenderneſs, my dear 
Lucy, to fee a Huſband in thoſe Circumſtandes? | 
Lucy. A Huſband ! | | 
Mach. In every reſpe& but the Form, and that, my 
Dear, may be ſaid over us at any Time.— Friends 
ſhould not inſiſt upon .Ceremonies. F rom a Man of Ho- 
nour, his Word is as good as his Bond. 


Lucy. Iis the Pleaſure of all you fine Men to inſult | 
the Women you have ruin d. . 


Al R X. Twas wehen the Sw was roaring, c. 


th cruel are the Fa 

Whoa lye and ſwear in Jeſt, 

To cheat unguarded Creatures 
/ Virtue, Fame, and Reſt ; ; 
Whoever ſteals a Shilling, 


Thro' Shame the Guilt conceals ; 
In Love the perjur'd Villain, 
With Boats the Theft reveals. | 


Mach, The very firſt Opportunity, my Dear, (have 

but Patience) you ſhall be ny. W ite in whatever Manner 

you plealc. | 
Lucy. Inſinuating Monſter A a> 10 you think I know 


nothing of the Aﬀaic of Mis Fi Peacham. I could 
tear thy Eves out! | | 


Mach. 
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Mach. Sure, Lug, you can't be ſuch a F ool as to be 
jealous of Polly ! 

| Lucy. Are you not married to > her you Brute, you? 

Mach. Married ! Very good. The Wench gives it out 
only to vex thee, and to ruin me in thy good Opinion, 

"Tis true, I go to the Hou'e ; I chat with the Girl, 1 
| kils her, I ſay a thouſand things to her (as a!] Gentlemen 
do) that mean nothing, to divert myſelf: And now the 
filly Jade hath ſet it about that I am married to her, to 
let me know what ſhe would be at. Indeed my dear 
Lucy, theſe violent Paſfions may be of il] Conſequence to 
a Woman in your Condition. 

Lucy. Come, come, Captain, ſor all your Aſſurance, 
you know that Miſs Polly hath put it out of your Power 
to do me the Juſtice you promis'd me. 

Mach. A jealous Woman believes every Thing her 

Paſſion ſuggeils. To convince you of my Sincerity, if we 
can find the Ordinary, I ſha:l have no Scruples of making 
you my Wife; and I know the Conſequence ct having 


two at a Jha: 


K — 5 _ ” — * 
. 2 4 
— * —— — — — — 8 8 — 


— 1 — 
* — — —— 


lucy. That you are only to be bang d and ſo get rid 
of them both. 

Mach. I am ready, my dear Lucy. to give you Satis- 
faction if you think there is any in an — 
What can a Man of Honour ſay more? 

Lucy. So then it feems, you are not married to Mig Pill 

Mach. You know, Lucy, the Girl is prodigioutly con- 
ceited. No Man can ſay a civil Thing to her, but (like 
other fine Ladies) her V anity makes her think he's her 
on for ever and ever. 


5 I R XL. The Sun had loos d his weary Teams, Te 


The fo # time at the Locking-g!a/; 
The Mother ſets her Dauębter, 
The Image ſtrikes the failing Lajs 
With Selfelode ever after. 
Tach Time fhe loo, ſhe fonder grows, 
Thinks every Charm grows ftrenger . 
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But alas, vain Maid, all Eyes but your own, 
Can jee you are not younger. 


When Women conſider their own Beauties, they are all 
alike unrealonable in their Demands ; tor they expect 
their Lovers ſhould like them as long as they like them- 
ſclves. i 

Lucy. Vonder is my Father - di this Way we 
may light upon the Ordinary, who thall try if you will be 
as good as your Word For I long to be made an 
honeſt Woman. 


SCENE X. 
Peachum, Lockit 2vith an Account Book. 


Lock. In this laſt Affair, Brother Peachum, we are a- 
greed. You have contented to go halves in Macheath. 

Peach. We ſhall never fall out about an Execution— 
But as to that Tm Pray how ſtands our laſt year's 
Account. | 

Lock. If you wil run your Eye over it, you'll find * tis 
fair and clearly ſtated. | 

Peach. This long Arrear of the Government is very 
hard upon us! Can it be expected that we ſhould hang 
our Acquaintance for nothing, when our Betters will 
hardly ſave theirs without being paid ſor it. Unleſs the 
People in Employment pay better, I promiſe them for the 
future, I ſhall let other Rogues live beſides their own. 
Loch. Perhaps, Brother, they are afraid theſe Matters 
may be carried too far. We are treated too by them with 
Contempt, as it our Profeſſion was not reputable. 

Peach. In one Reſpect indeed, our Employment may 
be reckon'd diſhoneſt, becauſe like Great Stateſmen, we 
encourage thoſe who betray their Friends. 

Lock. Such Language, Brother, any where elſe, might 
turn to your Prejudice, Learn to be more * 1 
beg you. 


AIR 
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AIR XII. How happy are we, ee. 


When you cenſure the Age, 
Be cautious and ſage. 
Left the Courtiers offended ſhould be ; 
If you mention Vice or Bribe, 
"Tis pat to all the Tribe, 


Each cries That awas levell dat me. 


Peach. Here s poor Ned Clincher's Name, 1 for Sure 
Brother Locki?, there was a little unfair Proceeding in 
Ned's Cale ; for he told me in the condemn'd Hold, that 
for Value received, you had pomis'd him a Seſſion or 
two longer without Moleſtation. | 

Lock. Mr. Peachum,—'T his is the firſt Time my Ho- 


nour was call'd in Queſtion. | 


Peach. Buſineſs is at an End once we a diſhon- 


ourably. 
Loch. Who 3 me 2 
Peach. You are warm, Brother. 


Lock. He that attacks my Honour, attacks my TY | 


hcod—And this Uluage—Sir—1s not to be borne. 
Peach. Since you provoke me to fpeak——1 muſt tell 


you roo, that Mrs. Coaxer charges you with defrauding 


her of her Informaiion-Money, tor the apprehending of 
curl-pated Hugh. Indeed, indeed, Brother, we muſt punc- 
tually pay our Spies, or we ſhall have no Information. 

Lack. Is this Language to me, Sirrah—who have fav'd 


To you from the Gallows, Sirrah! [C ollaring each other. 


Peach. If Tam hauged i it ſhall be for tidding the World 


of an errant Raſcal. 


| Lock. This Hand ſhall do the Office of the Halter you + 


_ deſerve, and throttle you—you Dog! 


Peach. Brother, Brother, We are both in = Wrong 
Wie ſhall be hoth lovuſers in the Diſpute, for youu know _ 
we have 1 it in our Power to * each other. Lou thould 5 


nct be fo pailionate. 
Lech t. Nor you 0 provoking. 


7 5 Peach. 


— Þ - dd 
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Peach. Tis our mutual Intereſt ; tis for the Intereſt 
of the World we ſhould agree. If I faid any thing, Bro- 
ther, to the Prejudice of your Character, I aſk Pardon. 
Lock. Brother Peachum— l can forgive as well as 
reſent Give me your Hand. Suſpicion does not 
become a Friend. 
Peach. 1 only meant to give you Occaſion to juſtify 


yourſelf : But | mult now ſtep home, for I expect the 


Gentleman about this Snuff-box, that Filch nimm'd two 


> Nights ago in the Park. I appointed him at this Hour. 


SCENE Xl. 
| Lockit, I. 
Lock. Whence came you, Huſly ? 


Lucy. My Tears might anſwer that Queſtion. 
Lock. You have then been whimpering and fondling, 


| likea Spaniel, over the Fellow that has abus'd you. 


| Lucy. One can't help Love; one can't cure it. 8 
not in my Power to obey you, and hate him. 
Lock. Learn to bear your Huſband's Death like a reaſon- 


able Woman. Tis not the Faſhion, now-a-days, fo 
much as to affect Sorrow upon theſe Occaſions. No 
Woman would ever marry, it ſhe had not the Chance of 
Mortality for a Releaſe. Act like a Woman of Spirit, 
HFuſſy, and thank your Father for what he is doing. 


A IR XIII. Of a noble Race was as Sbinlin. 


| Lucy. Is then his Fate Ae Sir ? 


Such a Man can I think of quitting ? 
hen fir/t wwe met, ſo moves me yet, 
2 * how my Heart is ſplitting! 


Lock. Look ye, Lucy There is no ſaving him 
80. [ think, vou muſt even as lixe other ew 


yourſelf Weady and be cheerful. 


AIR 
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AI xv. 


Tou'll think &er many Days enſue, 
This Sentence not ſevere; | 
I hang your Huſband, Child, tis true, 
But with him hang your Care, 
Twang dang dillo dee. 


Like a good Wife, go, moan of your dying Huſband. 


That, Child, is your Duty Conſider, Girl, you can't 
have the Man and the Money too—ſo make yourſelf as 
eaſy as you can, by getting all you can from him. 


SCENE XI. 
h Lucy , Macheath. 


Lucy. Though the Ordinary was out of my way to Day, 


I hope, my Dear, you will, upon the firſt Opportunity, 
quiet my Scruples Oh Sir! 
is not to be ſotten'd, and 1 am in the utmoſt Deſpair. 

Mach. But if I could raiſe a ſmall Sum Would not 


twenty Guineas, think you, move him ?—Of all the Ar- 


gvments in the Way of Buſineſs, the Perquiſite is the 
moſt prevailing— 


do any Thing. 
AIR XV. London Ladies. 


If you at an Office ſollicit your Due, | 
And would not have Matters negleFed ; 


_ Hou muſt quicken the Clerk wwith the Perguiſite too, 


To do what his Duty directed. | 


Or 


— — —— —  — 


my Father's hard Heart 


—Your Father's Perquiſites for the Eſ- 
cape of Priſoners mult amount to a conſiderable Sum in 


the Year. Money well tim'd, and properly apply'd, will 
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Or would you the Frowns of a Lady prevent, 
She too has this palpable Failing, 
The Perquiſite ſoftens her into Conſent ; 
That Reafon with all is prevailing. 


ED 1 What Love or Money can do al be done: 
For all * Comfort depends upon your Safe ty. | 


. SCENE XIII. 
Jo Macheath, Polly 


P:lly. Where | is my dear Huſband ? Was a Rope 
ever intended for this Neck O let me throw my Arms 
about it, and throttle thee with Love—-Why doſt thou 
turn away from me ?—'Tis thy Pol/y—'Tis thy Wife. 

Mach, Was ever ſuch an unfortunate Raſcal as I am? 

Lucy. Was there ever ſuch another Villain? 

Pol. O Macheath ! was it for this we parted ? Taken 
Impriſon'd! Try'd ! Hang'd! Cruel Reflection! Fil ſtay 
with thee till e - no Force ſhall tear thy dear 

Wife from thee now. - what means my Love? Not 
one kind Word! Not one kind Look ! Think what thy 
Polly ſuffers to ee thee in this Condition. | 


e AIR XVI. und . 


Thus when the $wallow, ſeeking Prey "IN 
Within the Saſh is cloſely tent, 
His Conſort with bemaaning Lay, 
Without fits pining for the Event. 
Her chatt'r ing Lovers all around her ſhim, 
She beeds them not, ( poor Bird !) ber Soul s with him, 


Mach. 1 muſt diſown her. [4/5 de ] Ye he Wench is 
_ diſtracted. 
Lucy. Am I then bilk d of my Virtue? Can 1 have no 
Reparation ? Sure Men were born to lye, and Women 
| io believe them! O Villain! Villain! 5 
| Pol. 
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Pol. Am not 1 thy Wife — Thy neglect of me, thy 
Averſion to me too ſeverely proves it. — on 
me. ———Tell me, am | not thy Wife? 
Lucy. Perfidious Wretch ! 
Pal. Barbarous Huſband ! | | 
Lucy. Hadft thou been * five Months 280 I had 55 
been happy. 

Mach. And I too If you had been kind to me till 
Death. it would not have vexd me,. And that's no very 
unreaſonable Requeſt, (though from a Wife) to a Man 
| who has not above ſeven or eight Days to live. : 

Lucy. Art thou then married to another? Haſt thou 
two Wives, Monſter ? | 
_ Mach. If Women's Tongues can ceaſe for an Anſwer = 
hear me. 
Lucy. I won't—Fleſh and Blood can't bear my Uſage. 
Fol. Shall [ not claim my own ? June bids me (peak. | 


AIR XVII. Hare you heard of a frolickſome Dirty, Oc. 
| Mach. How baphy could 1 7 with aber; 5 


Were tather dear Charmer away ! 
But while you thus teaze me together, 
To neither a Word will I jay; 

But tal, de ral, Cc. 


Pol. Sure, my Dear, there ought to be ſome Prefer- | 
ence ſhown to a Wife! At leaſt the may claim the Ap- 
pearance of it. He muſt be diſtracted with his e. 


dunes, or he could not uſe me thus! 


Lucy. O Villain, Villain ! thou haſt deceiv'd m me | 
could even inform againſt thee with Pleaſure. Not a | 


1 


Prude wiſhes more heartily to have Facts againſt her inti- 


mate Acquaintance, than I now wiſh to have Facts againſt 
thee. I v ould have ts and * ſhall all out. 


AIR | 


ill 
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AIR XVII. Lig Trot. 


© Polly, Pe bubbled, 


Lucy. 
Polly. O haw I am troubled ! 
Lucy. Bambouzled, and bit ! 


Pm Dubbed. 


My Diſtreſſes are dab 


Polly. 
Lucy. W Jos vu come to the Tree, ſhould the Hangman 
refule, - 
. Fingers with Tau- could faſten the 
Nos /e. | 


Polly. Pm bubbled, xe. 


Mach, Be pacitied, my dear -l is all a Fetch 
of Polly's to make me deſperate with you in caſe | get off. 


If I am hang'd, ſhe would fain have the Credit ot being 


thought my Widow Really, Pully, this is no time 
for a Ditpute of this ſort; for whenever you are talking 
of Marriage, I am thinking of Hanging. | 

Pol. And halt thou the Heart to perſiſt i in difowning 


me? 


Mach. And haſt thou the Heart to perſiſt i in perſuading | 
me that I am married ? Why, Pal, dott thou leek to 
aggra vate my Misfortunes ? 
Lucy. Really, Mits Peachum, you but expoſe yourſelf, 
Beſides, 'tis barbarous in you to worty a Gentlemen in 
| his Circumllances. | | 


Al a XIX. 


Polly. Ceaſe your Funning; 
Force or Cunning 
| Newer ſhall my Heart tr apan j 
All theſe Sallies 
Are Jos Malice 
To ſeduce my conſtant Man, 


——— — — — —— — 
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"Tis moſt certain 
By their flirting, 
Women oft have Envy apps, ; 
Pleas'd to ruin 
Others W doing; 
Newer bapty in their own ' / 


Lucy. Decency, Madam, methinks micht teach you to 


behave yourſelf with ſome Reſerve with the Husband, 5 


while his Wife is preſent. 


Mach. But ſeriouſly, Polly, this is carrying the Joke 8 


little too far. 


Luc. If you are determin'd. Madam, to raiſe a diſtur- 
bance in the Priſon, I ſhall be oblig d to ſend for the 


_ Turnkey to ſhew you the Door. I am ſorry, Madam, 


you forc'd me to be fo il]-bred. 


Pal. Give me leave to tell you, Make; theſe for- 


ward Airs don't become you in the leaſt, Madam. And 


my Duty, Madam, obliges me to ſtay with my Tuan, 
Madam. 


AIR XX. Good morrow Goſlip ; HY 


| Lucy Why hoze now, Madam Flirt? 


If you thus muft chatter ; 
And are for flinging Dirt. | 
Let's 5 try who beſt can ſpatter , | 
Madam F irt! | 
Polly Why how now, ſaucy Jade ; FÞ 
Sure the Wench is tipſy ! s 2 


2575» NN 
How can you jee me made *- 8 | ro him. 
The Scoff of ſuch a Gipſy ! 5 
| "Book * Fade . e * 


4 
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SCENE xiv. _ 
Lucy, Macheath, Polly, Peachum. 


Peach. Where's my Wench ? Ah Huſfy! Hufly !—- 
Come you home, you Slut ; and when your Fellow is 


| bang'd, hang yourſelf, to make your Family ſome Amends. 


Pol. Dear, dear Father, do not tear me from him 


I mutt ipeak ; | have more to lay to him Oh!] twiſt the 


Fetters about me, that he may not haul me from thee ! 
Peach dure all Women are alike! If ever they commit 
the Folly, they are ture to commit another by expoſing 


themſelves—Away—Not a Word more You are my 
_ Priſoner now, Hulſly. Fs 


AIR XXI. Iriſh Howl. 


Polly. No Powwer on Zard con as divide 


ye Knot that Sacred Love hath ty d. : 
When Parents draw againſt our Mind, 
The true-love's Knot they faſter bind. 
Ob, ob ray, oh Amborah——0b, 9%, oh, &c. 
[Holding Macheath, Peachum pulling her. 


SCENE XV. 
Lucy, Macheath. 


Mach. I am naturally compaſſionate, Wife, ſo that 1 
could not uſe the Wench as ſhe deſry d; which made you 


at firſt ſuſpect there was ſomething in what ſhe ſaid. 
Lucy. Indeed, my Dear, | was ſtrangely puzzicd. 


Mach. If that had been the Cafe, her Faiher would 


never have brought me into this Circumſtance—— No, 
| Lucy, - had rather die than be falſe to thee. | 


Lucy. How happy am l, if you fay this from your 
Heart! For | love thee fo, that I could ſooner bear to 
ſee thee hanged than in the Arms of another. 

| | 95 | | 2 Mach. 
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Mach. But couldſt thou bear to ſee me hang'd ? 

| Lucy. O Macheath, | can never live to ſee that Day. 

Mach. You ſee, Lucy; in the Account of Love you 
are in my Debt, and you muſt now be convinc'd, that I 
rather chuſe to die than to be another Make me, if 
poſſible, love thee more, and let me owe my Life to thee 
If you refute to aſſiſt me, Peachum and your Father 
will immediately put me beyond all Means of Eſcape. | 
Lucy. My Father I know hath been drinking hard 

with the Pritoners: And I fancy he is now taking his 
Nap in his own Room—IfT can procure the Keys, ſhall 
I go off with thee, my Dear? 

Mach. If we are together, 'twill be impoſſible to [ye 
conceal'd. As ſoon as the Search begins to be a little 
cool, I will fend to thee. ——T1ll then my Heart is thy 
Pritoner. . 
lucy. Come then, my dear Huſhand——owe thy Life 

to me—and though you love me not be grateful—But 
that Polly runs in my Head ſtrangely. ” 

Mach. A Moment of 1 may make us unhappy for 
ever. 


A IR XXII. The Lak of Patie's Mill, Ee, 


Lucy. 1 like the tha hall grieve, 
| Whoſe Mate bad left her f de, | 
Whom Hounds frum Morn to Eve, 
Chaſe over the Country aide. 
IWhere can my Lower hide? 
Il here cheat the wea? 'y Pack? 
| If Live be not his Guide. 
He never will come back! 


ACT 
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ACT W. SERENE L 
8 © E N E, Newyate. 
Lockit, Lucy. - 


Lock. O be fare Wench, vou A have been aiding 
and abetting him to help him to this Eſcape. 
Luc. Sir. here hath * a | 
Poll, and to be ſure they know the ways of Newgate as 
well as if they had been born and bred in the Place all 
their Lives. Why muſt all your Suſpicion light upon me ? 
| Lock. Lucy, Lucy, I will have none of theſe ſhuttling 
Anſwers. 
Luc. Well then— 


0 [ know any thing of him, 


I wiſh I may be burnt! 


Lock. Keep your Temper, Lacs, or 1 ſhall prononnce 
you guilty. 
Luc. Keep your's, Sir—I do wiſh I may be burnt. 1 

do And what can | ſay more to convince you? > 
Lock. Did he tip handſomely ? How much did he. 

come down with? Come, Huſſy, cheat your Father, and 

I ſhall not be angry with you—Perhaps, you have made 

a better Bargain with him than I could have done — Ho-] 

much, my good Girl? _ 

Luc. You know, Sir, T am fond of hiw, and 3 | 

have given Money to have kept him with me. 
Lock. Ah Lucy ! Thy Education might have put thee 

more upon thy Guard; for a Girl in the Bar of an Ale- 

houſe 1s always beſieg d. . 

Luc. Dear Sir, mention not my Education—for 'twas 

to * 1 owe my Ruin. 


5 AIR 
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AIR I. If Love's a ſweet Paſſion, we, 


N den young at the Bar you firſt taught me to ſeore, 
And bid me be free of my Lips, and no more; 
1 was kiſs'd by the Parſon, the Squire and the Sot, 
When the Gueſt was departed, the Kiſs was forgot. 
But his Kiſs was ſo ſweet, and 9 cloſely he preſt, 
That I languiſh'd and pin'd till I granted the reſt. 


If you can forgive me, Sir, I will make a fair Confeſſion, | 


for to be ſure he hath been a moſt barbarous Villain to me. 
you? 


no other Bribe. 

Loc. Thou wilt always be a vulgar Slut, Lucy 
you would not be look'd upon as 25 

ver do any Thing but upon the Foot of Intereſt. Thoſe 
that act otherwiſe are their own Bubbles 


If 


Luc. But Love, Sir, is a Misfortune that may happen 
to the moſt diſcreet Woman, and in Love we are all Fools 


| alike Notwithſtanding all he ſwore, I am now fully con- 
vinced that Polly Peachum is actually his Wife — Did | let 


him eſcape, (Fool that I was) to go to her !—Polly will 


 Wheedle herſelf into his Money, and then Peachum will 
hang him, and cheat us both 


Lack. So J am to be ruined, becauſe, ſorſooth, you 


muſt be in Love |—a very pretty Excuſe! 


Luc. I could murder that impudent happy Strumpet— 
I gave him his Life, and that Creature enjoys the Sweets 


of t—Ungrateful Macheath. 


AIR II. South-Sea Ballad. 


1. Love is all Madneſs and Folly, 
Alone I He, | - 
TW, tumble and ery, 
What a happy Creature is Polly ! 
Was &er ſuch a Wretch as I? 


| IWith 


Lock. And lo you have let him eſcape, TRY 


Luc. When a Woman loves, a kind Look, a tender D 
Word can perſuade her to any T hing—And I * — 


ool, you ſhould ne- 
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With Rage I redden like Scarlet, 
That my dear inconſtant Varlet, 
Stark blind to my Charms, 
Is loft in the Arms | 
Of that Filt, that inveigling Harke | 4 
Stark blind to my Charms, | 
Is bot in the Arms 
Of that Filt, that inveigling Harlot! 
This, this my Reſentment alarms. 


Lock. And ſo after all this Miſchief, I muſt tay here to 


be entertain d with your caterwauling, Miſtreſs Puſs !— 
Out of my Sight, wanton Strumpet! You ſhall faſt and 
mortify yourſelf into Reaſon, and now and then a little 


handſome Diſcipline to bring you to your „ 
8 CEN E II. 


Peachum then intends to outwit me in this Affair; ; but, 


Bi he ans wth Ko Ts Dog is leaky in his Liquor 


fo I'll ply him that way, get the Secret from him, and 


turn this Affair to my own Advantage—Lions, Wolves, 
and Vultures don't live together in Herds, Droves or 


Flocks. —Ot all Animals of Prey, Man is the only foci- 
able one. Every one of us preys upon his Neighbour, 
and yet we herd together == Peachum is my Companion, 
my Friend According to the Cuſtom of the World, in- 


deed, he may quote thouſands of Precedents for cheating 
me—And ſhall not I make ule of the *» of F riend- 
fp to make him a Return? 


A 1 R III. Packington' 8 Pound. 


Thus Gameſters united in Friendſhip are found, 
7 bough they know that their Induſtry all is a cheat ; 


C 2 | e 
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They Pack to their prey at the Dice-Box's Sound, 
Aud j:in to fromote one another's Deceit; 
But if ly Miſhap 
'T bu y fail of a Chap, 
To keep in their Hands, thy each other intr a: 
Lile Pikes lank with Hunger, who miſs of their End, 
They bite their Companions, and prey on their Friends. 


Now, 3 you and I, like honeſt Tradeſmen are 
to have a fair Trial which of us two can over-reach the 
other— L. Enter Lucy.) Are there any of Peachum 8 
People now in the Houſe ? | 

Luc. Filch, Sir, is drinking a Quartern of * Wa- 
ters in the next Room with black Ml. 

Tack. Bid him come to me. 


8 c E N E. III. 
Locki, Filch. 


Tick. Why, Boy, thou lockeſt as if thou wert half t 
ved like a ſhotten Herring. 5 
| Filch. One had need have the Conlfimuics of a Horſe 
to go through the buſizeſs—Since the favourite Child- 

getter was diſabled by a Miſhap, I have pick'd up a little 
Money by helping the Ladies to a Pregnancy againſt their 
being call'd down to Sentence But if a Man cannot get 
an Honeſt Livelihood an eaſier way, I am ſure tis what 
can't undertake for another Seſſion. | x 

Lock. Truly, if that great Man ſhould tip off, 'twould 
be an irreparable Loſs. The Vigour and Prowets of a 
Knight Errant never fav'd half the Ladies in Diſtreſs that 
he hath done Hut, Boy, canſt thou tell me where thy 

laſter is to be found? 

Filcb. At his * Leer Ss, at the Croked-Billet. 


Lock, 


— ————— 
— — 2 


* A Cant Word, grin a Warchouſe where tolen Deals 0 
| are ( pm. | 


2 a 
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Leck. Very well have nothing more with you- 


Lx. Filch) I'll go to him there, for | have many impor- 
tant Affairs to ſettle with him; and in the way of thoſe 


_ Tranſactions, I'll artfully get into his Secret—$0 that 


Macheath ſhall not remain a Day longer out of my 


Clutches. 


© © E NE IV. A gaming Hufe. 


| \Lacheath j in a fine Tar niſh” 4 Coat, Ben Budge, Matt 3 of 


the Mint. 


Mach. I am fines, Gene lemen, the Road was fo ber 
ren of Money. When my Friends are in Difficulties, 1 


am always glad that my Fortune can be ſerviceable to 


them. (Gives them Money) You fee, Gentlemen. l 


am not a meer Court Friend, who proleiſcs every thing 
and will do nothing. 


AIR IV. Lillibullero. 


The Modes of the Court ſo common are grown, 
That a true Friend can hardy be met . 
Friendjhip for Intereſt is but a Loan, 
I hich they lay out for what they can ge 
Tis trite you find 
Sone Friends ſo kind, 
Iho give you good Counsel themſeloes to defe 2 14. 
In for rowfu! Ditry 
They promiſe, they pity, 
But Jbift ; vou for Money, from Friend 70 Friend. 


Bat wo, S have fill 8 encugh to br*: i 
through the Corruptions of the World.— And wie | 
can ſerve you, you may command me. | 
Ben. It grieves me to the Heart that ſo gen erons a Nan 
ſhould be involv'd in fuch Dichculties, as to oblige him to 
live with ſuch i!] Company, and herd wich Gameſters. 


C 3 | . Matt. 
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| Matt. See the Partiality of Mankind! One Man may 
ſteal a Horſe, better than another look over a Hedge— 

Of all Mechanics, of all ſervile Handicrafts-men; a Game- 


| ter is the vileſt. But yet as many of the Quality are of the 


Profeſſion, he is admitted among the politeſt Company. 
I wonder we are not more reſpected. „ 


Mach. There will be a deep Play to Night at Mary- 


Sone, and conſequently Money may be pick'd up upon 
the Road. Meet me there, and I'll give you the Hint 
who is worth ſetting. en | 


Matt. The Fellow with a brown Coat with a narrow 


Gold Binding, I am told, is never without Money. 
Mach. What do you mean Matt? Sure you will not 


think of meddling with him !—He's a good honeſt kind 


of a Fellow, and one of us. 


Ben. To be ſure, Sir, we will put ourſelves under 


your Direction. 


Mach. Have an Eye upon the Money-Lenders—A : 


| Kouieau, or two, would prove a pretty Sort of an Expe- 

dition. I hate Extortion.” 
Matt. Theſe Rouleaus are very gy Ada, ah hate 

your Bank-Bills—— There is ſuch a H 

them off, p | 


Mach. There is a certain Man of Diſtinction, who in 


his I ime hath nick d me out of a great deal of the Rea- 
dy. He is in my Caſh, Ben— I'll point him out to you 


this Evening, and you ſhall draw upon him for the Debt 
— The Company are met; I hear the Dice-box in the 
other Room. So, Gentlemen, your Servant. You'll meet 


me at Mary-bone. b 

SCENE v. Peachum's Lock. 

A Table with Wine, Brandy, Pipes and Tobacco. 
peachum, Lockit. 


Tock. The Coronation Account, Brother 8 is | 


of fo intricate a Nature, that I believe it will never be 
ſettled. 5 „ - 3 
Peach. It conſiſts indeed of a great Variety of Articles. 

— It was worth to our People, in Fees of different kinds, 


 _ 


azard in putting 


; — 


„eee 
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above ten Inſtalments.— This is a Part of the Account, 
Brother, that lies open before us. 

Lack. A Lady's Tail of rich Brocade — that, I ſee, is 1 
difpos'd of. 
Peach. To Mrs. Diana T rapes, the Tally-woman, and 
ſhe will make a good Hand on't in Shoes and Slippers, to 
trick out young Ladies, upon their going into Keeping. — 
Loch. But | don't ſee any Article of the Jewels. _ 
Peach. Theſe are ſo well known, that they muſt be 


| ſent abroad—You'll find them enter'd under the Article 


of Exportation As for the Snuff-Boxes, Watches, 


Swords, t&c.—l thought it beſt to enter them under their 


ſeveral Hands. 


Lack. Seven and twenty Women“ s Pockets compleat; | 
with the ſeveral things therein contained; all ſeal'd num 
ber'd and enter'd. | 

Peach. But Brother, it is impoſſi ble for us now to en- 
ter upon this Affair We ſhould have the whole Day be- 


fore us—Beſides, the Account of the laſt half Year's Plate 
is in a Book by itſelf, which lies at the other Office. 


Lack. Bring us then more Liquor—To-Day ſhall be 
for Pleafure—To-morrow for Bufineſs——Ah Brother, 


thoſe Daughters of ours are two ſlippery Huſſies— Keep 


__ a watchful Eye upon Pall , and Macheath in a Cat or 
; two ſhall be our own again. | 


AIR v. Downinthe North County, Ee. 


Lock. What 8 are «ve Men 2 


 FEw'ry Woman's eaſy Prey, 
Though we have felt the Hook, again 
Mae bite and they betray, | 
The Bird that hath been trapt, 
When be hears his calling Mate, 
To her he flies, again he's clapt 
Mitbin the wiry Grate. 


Peach. But what ſignifies catching the ird if your 


| 9 Lucy will ſet open the Door of the Cage ? 


4 Lock, 
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Lock. If Men were anſwerable for the Follies and 
_ Frailties of their Wives and Daughters, no Friends could 
keep a good Correſpondence together for two Days. — 
This is unkind of you, Brother ; for among good Friends, 
what they tay or do, goes for nothing, 


Enter a Servant. 


Serv. Sir, here s Mrs. Diana Trapes wants to ſpeak | 
wich you. 

Peach. Shall we admit has Brother Lockit ? 

Lock. By all means—She's a good Cuttomer, anda 
hive the ken Woman—And a Woman who drinks and 
talks 5 freely, will enliven the Converſation. 
Peach. Deſire her to walk in. (Exit Servant. 


"SCENE YL 


| Peachum, Lockit, Mrs. Trapes. 

Peach. Dear Mrs. Dye your Servant, one may know 
by your Kits, that your Gin is excellent. 

Trapes. I was always very curious in my Liquors. 
Loc. there is no perfum'd Breath like it I have been 

long acquainted with the F avour of tholc Lips—Han't I. 

Mrs. Dye? 

Trapes. Fill it up—1 take a8 large Drovelits of Liquor, 
| as I did of Love—l hate a Flincher in either. | | 


A IR VI. A Shepherd kept Sheep, Cc. 


In the Days of my Touth I could bill like a Dove, fa, la, &c. 

Like a Sparrow at all times was ready for Love, ſa, la, &c: 

The Life of all Martals in kifſing ſhou'd paſs, | 

* ty Ly while we're young—then the Lip to the Glaſ, 
| (ta, la, la, &c. 


But now] Mr. Peachum, to our Buſine's——If you have _ 
Blacks of any kind, brought in of late; Mantoes— Velvet 
Scarf: Petticoats Let it be what it will—l am your 
Chap—for all my Ladies are very fond of Mourning. _ 
Peach. Why look you Mrs. Dye—you deal ſo hard with 
us, that we can afford to give the Gentlemen, who venture 
their Lives for the Goods, little or nothing. Trapes, 
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Trapes. The hard Times oblige me to go very neat 
in my Dealing to be ſure, of late Years I have been a 
great Sufferer by the Parliament. Three thouſand Pounds 
would hardly make me amends- I he Act for deſtroying 
the Mint, was a ſevere Cut upon our Buſineſs— Till then. 
if a Cuſtomer ſtept out of the Way, we knew where to 
have her No doubt you know Mrs. Coaxer—there's a 
Wench now (till to day) with a good Suit of Cloaths of 
mine upon her Back, and I could never ſet Eyes upon her 
fer three Months together Since the Act too againſt 
Impriſonment for ſmall Sums, my Loſs there too hath 
been very conſiderable, and it mutt be fo, when a Lady 
can bow a handſome Petticoat, or a clean Gown, anal 
not have the leaſt hank upon her! And o' my Con- 
icience, now-a-· days moſt Ladies take a Delight in cheat - 
ing, when they can do it with Safety. Hs, 

Peach. Madam, you had a handſome Gold Watch of 
us t'other Day for ſeven Guineas— Conſulering we muil 
have our Profit—To a Gentleman upon the Road, 
Col Watch will be ſcarce worth the taking. 5 
Trap. Conſider, Mr. Peachum, that Watch was re- 
markable, and not of very fate Sale —— If you have any 
black Velvet Scarf they are a handſome Winter wear; 
and take with moſt Gentlemen who deal with my Cuſto- 
mers Tis I that put the Ladies upon a good Foot. "Tis 
not Youth or Beauty that fixes their Price. The Gentle- 
men always pay according to their Dreis, from half 2 
Crown to two Guineas; and yet thoſe Huihes make no- 
thing of bilking me- hen too allowing for Accidents— 
T have eleven fine Cuſlomers now down under thi» Sur— 
geon's Hands, — hat with Fees and other Exp-nccs, 
there are great goings out, and no comings in, an! not a 
Farthing to pay for at leaſt a Month's Cloathing—We 
run great Pifones—gre:.t Rifques indeed, : 
Peach, As remember, you faid ſomething jul now |» 
of Mrs. Coaxer.— wy... : SE TO 
© Trap. Yes, Sir—To be ſure I ſtript her of a-. Sui: o 
my 91 Cloth about two hours ago; and have left her 
as ſne mould be, in her ſhiit, with a Lover of her's at my 
- Houſe: She cad him up ſtairs, as he waz gang to ary - 


C5 | bene 
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bone in a Hackney Coach—And I hope for her own ſake 
and mine, ſhe will perſuade the Captain to redeem her, 
for the Captain is very generous to the Ladies, 

Lack. What Captain? | 
Trapes. He thought I did not know him An inti- 
mate Acquaintance of yours, Mr. Peachum—Only Cap- 

tain Macheath as fine as a Lord. 
Peach To-morrow, dear Mrs. Dye, you ſhall ſet your 
own Price upon any of the Goods you like—We have at 
leaſt half a Dozen of Velvet Scarfs, and all at your Ser- 
vice. Will you give me leave to make you a Preſent of 


this Suit of Night-cloaths for your own wearing f—— _ 


But are you ſure it is Captain Macheath ? 

Trapes. Though he thinks I have forgot him, no body 
knows him better. I have taken a great deal of the Cap- 
tain's Money in my Time at a ſecond hand, for he al- 
ways lov'd to have his Ladies well dreſl. h 
Peach. Mr. Lockit and | have a little Buſineſs with the 
Captain; — Vou underſtand me —and we will ſatisfy you 

for Mrs. Coaxer's Debt. | 
Lock. Depend upon It—we will deal like Men of Ho- 

nour. 
 Trapes. 1 don' tenquire after your A what- 
ever happens, I waſh my Hands on't—lt hath always 
been my Maxim, that one Friend ſhould aſſiſt another— _ 
But if you pleaſe— I'll take one of the Scarfs home with 
me. Tis always good to fave ſomething in a 


SCENE * Newgate. 
Lucy. 


| Jexlouly, Rage, Love and Fear, are at once naring 
me to Pieces. How I am weather beaten and ſhatter'd 
| win Diſtreſs. | 


AIR VII. One Evening havi ing loſt my Way, 2 c. 


I'm like a Shiff on the Ocean of, 
Naw high, now o lorw, With each Billow 3 


With 
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With her Rudder broke, and ber Anchor lost, 
Deſerted and all forloyn, 
While thus I lye rolling and toffing all Night, 
That Polly lyes ſporting on Seas of Delight ! * 
Revenge, Revenge, Revenge, 


Shall appeaſe my reſtleſs S — 


1 1 the Rat bane ready—1 run no Riſque ; for I can 
lay her Death upon the Gin, and ſo many die of that 
naturally that I ſhall never be call'd in Queſtion— But ſay 

l were to be hang'd—l never could be hang'd for any 
thing that would give me greater Comfort, than the poy- 
ſoning chat Slut. 


Enter rich | 
" Fitch. Madam, bere $ our Miſs Pally come to wait up- 


on vou. 
. Show her in. 


SCENE vm. 


Lucy, Pol y. 


Lucy. Dear Madam, your Servant, —1 hops you will 
pardon my Paſſion, when I was ſo happy to ſee you laſt— 
I was fo over-run with the Spleen, that I was perſeQtly 
out of myſelf. And really when one hath the 1958 
every thing is to be excus'd by a Friend. 1 


AIR VIII. Now Roger, 80 tell thee becauſe bout my 
On. 
* 


5 When a Wife Sin > how Pout, 
A, hhe's ſometimes, no doubt, ) | 
| The good Huſband as meek as a Lamb, 
Her Vapours to ſtill, 
Firſt grants her ber Will, 
And the quieting Draught is a Dram; 
| Poor Man ! And the quicting Draught i is a Dram. 
| II wh 


conciliation, 
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-I wiſh all our Quatrels might have ſo comfortable Re- 

Polly. | have no Excuſe for my own Behaviour, Ma- 
dam, but my Misfortunes—And really, Madam, I ſuffer 
too upon your Account. | 

Lucy. But, Mits Polly —— in the way of Friend- 
thip, will you give me leave to propoſe a Glaſs of Cor- 
dial to you ? ET 

Polly. Strong-Waters are apt to give me the Head-ach 
l hope, Madam, you will excuſe me. 

Lucy. Not the greateſt Lady in the Land could have 
better in her Cloſet, for her own private drinkin - Vou 
ſeem mighty low in Spirits, my Dear. 

Polly. Jam forry, Madam, my Health will not allow 
me to accept of your Offer ſhould not have left you in 
the rude Manner I did when we met laſt, Madam, had 


not my Papa hauld me away ſo unexpeed|ly—I was in- 


deed ſomewhat provok'd, and perhaps might uſe ſome 
Axpreſſions that were difreſpeQful—But really, Madam, 
the Captain treated me with ſo much Contempt and Cru- 


elty, that I deferv'd your Pity, rather than your Reſent- 


nEnt, 


Lucy. But ſince his Eſcape, no doubt, all Matters are 
made up again—Ah Polly ! Polly ! 'tis I am the unhapy 
Wife; and be loves you as if you were only his Miſtrels. 

Polly. Sure, Madam, you cannot think me fo happy as 
to be the Object of your Jealonſy—— A Man is always 


afraid of a Woman who loves him too well—fo that I 


mult expect to be neglected and avoided. 


Lucy. Then cur Cafes, my dear Polly, are exactly a- | | 


like. Both of us indeed have been too fond. 


AIR IX. OBeſſy Bell. 


Polly. A Curſe attends that Woman's Love, 


 Whaalways would be pleaſing. 

Lucy. The Per ineſs of the billing Dove, 
Like tickling is but teaging. 
x, i Polly. 
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Polly. V hat then in Love can Woman du ? 
Lucy. If awe grow fond they ſbun us. 
Polly. And when we fly them, they purſue. 
Lucy. But leave us when they de wwon us. 


Lucy. Love is ſo very whimſical in both Sexes, that it 
iz impoiſible to be lafſing—But my Heart is particular, 
and contradicts my own Obſervation. | 

P:llv. But really, Miſtreſs Lucy, by his laſt Behaviour ; 
T think I onght to envy you—When I was forced from 
him, he cid not ſhew the leaſt Tenderneis— But perhaps 
he hath a Heart not capable of it. 


AIR x. Would Fate to me Belinda give — 


Among the Men, Coquets wwe find, 

IWho court by turns al Ioman-kind ; 

nil xve grant all their Hearts defir'd, 
Woen ey are fatter'd, anc admir 'd. 


The Coquets af both S:x23 are Self. hs: and that is a 
Love no other whatever can diſpolſeſs. I fear, my dear 
: Lucy, our Ruſband is one of thoſe. | 

Lucy. Away with theſe melancholy Reflections, Na 
| deed, my dear Polly, we are both of us a Cup too low, — 
Let me prevail upon ycu, to accept of my Offer. 


ATR XI. Come ſweet Laſs, &c. 


Come, ſeveet Laſs, 
Let's banith Sorrow, 
"Tull t1-morrow ; 
Came ſweet Laſs, 
Let's take a irpirg Gifs, 

Whine can clear 

The Vapears of Deſrair ; | 
And mate us lizht as ir; 
Then di inà, and baniſh Care, 


I can't 
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I can't bear, Child to ſee you in ſuch low Spirits—And 

I muſt perſuade you to what I know will do you Good. 
I ſhall now ſoon be even with the hypocritical 
Strumpet. — 


SCENE N 


Polly. 


Polly All this wheedling of Lucy cannot be for ki | 
At this time too! when I know ſhe hates me! The 
Diſſembling of a Woman is always the Fore-runner of 
Miſchief—By pouring Strong-waters down my Throat, 
ſhe thinks to pump ſome Secrets out of me I'll be upon 
; > * and won't taſte a _ of her Liquor Pm re- 
oly' 


SCENE x. 
. with S trong-waters, 


3 Come Miſs Pally. | | 
Polly. Indeed, Child, 8 given yourſelf Trouble 
to no Purpoſe—You mult, my Dear excuſe me. 
Lucy. Really, Miſs Polly, you are fo ſqueamiſhly of 
fected about taking a Cup of Strong-watersas a Lady be- 
fore Company. I vow, Polly, I ſhall take it monſt rouſſy 
11] if you refuſe me Brandy and Men (though Women 
love them never ſo well) are always taken by us with | 
| ſome Reluctance— unleſs tis in private. | 
Polly. 1 proteſt Madam, it goes againſt me. | 
What do I ſee! Macheath again in Cuſtody ! "AT 5 
Now every Glimm'ring of Happineſs is loft. | 
| [Drops the Glaſs of Liquor on the Ground. 
Lucy. Since Things are thus, I am glad the Wench 
hath eſcap d: For by this Event, tis plain, ſhe was not 
happy _ to deſerve to be * l ide. 


» 
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deln u - 
Lockit, Macheath, Peachum, Lucy, Polly. 


| Lock, Set your Heart to reſt, Captain—You have nei- 
ther the Chance of Love or Money for another Eſcape— 
for you are order'd to be called down upon your Tryal 
immediately. 
Peach. Away, Huſſies This is not a Time for a 
Man to be hamper'd with his Wives.—You fee the Gen- 
tleman in his Chains already. 
Luc. O Huſband, Huſband, my Heart long d to ſee 
| thee, but to ſee thee thus diſtracts me 
Polly. Will not my dear Huſband look upon his Polly? 
Why haſt thou not flown ta me for Protection? With 
me thou hadſt been lafe. . 


A [ R XII. ' The laſt Time I weat o'er the Moor. 


Polly. Hither, * Husband, turn your Eyes. 
Lucy. Beftow one Glance to cheer me. 
Polly. Think with that Look, thy Polly dies. 
Lucy. O hun me not—but hear me. 
Polly. Tis Polly ſues. 
Lucy. — Ti Lucy ſpeaks. 


Polly I thus true Love requited ? 


Lucy. My Heart is burſling, 

Polly. — Mine to breats, 

aa. 
Polly. n [ be Sighted. 


Mach. What would you have me ay Ladies vou 

ſee this Affair will ſoon be at an End, without my diſo- 

bliging either of bu. 
Peach. But the ſettling bs Point, Captain, wight pe- 
vent a Law-luit between your two Widows. | 


; | ks 
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A IR XIII. Tom Tinker's my true Love. 


Mae. Which way ſhall I turn me S Il can I aecile? 
N ies the Day of our Death, are a; jond as a Bride. 
One Wife is tos much for moſt Huſhands ts hear, 
But two at a Time there's no Marta can bear; 
This eeay, and that <vaiy, and which way | will 
What would camfart che one, other Wife would 
take ill. 


Folly. But if his own Misfortunes hzve made him in- \ 
ſenß ble to mine—A Father ſure will be more compat- 
| fionate—Dear, dear Sir, fink the material Evidence, and 

bring him off at his Tryal—Po/ly upon her Knees begs it 
of you. oe 


AIR * Im a poor Shepherd undone. 


hen my Herde in Court appears, . 
And ſtands arraign'd for his Life ; 2 
Then thirk of porr Polhy's Tears; 
For Ah ! por Polly s his JE 94 
| Lite the Sailer he h old: up bis Hund, 
Diftre/t on te Daſhing Wave, 
To die a dry Death at Land, 
L as bad as a wairy Grave, 
And alas, F r Polly! 
Alack, and a xetl-a-day ! 
| Before Iva, in Lobe, 
Oh ! eve Mont WA oy 


"Jos: KC Prackon? s Heart is karde cn'd ; fure you, Sir, 
will have more Compailion cn a Daugkrer—1 knuw the 
Evidence are in your Power——How then can you be a 
T yrant to me 3 ä Knceling. 


4 


\ 


provided, 'tis now high Time to look about tor another. 


Now Gentlemen, | am ready to attend you. 


pen he holds up his Hand arraign'd for his Life, 
O think of your Daughter, and think Pm his Wife ! 
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AI R XV. lanthe the lovely, Ec. 


What are Cannons or Bombs, or claſhing of Swords ? 
For Death is more certain by Witneſſes Words. 
Then nail up their Lips ; that dread Thunder alley ; 
And each Month of my Life will hereafter be May. 


| Lack. Macheath's Time is come, lu We know 
our own Affairs, there fore let us have no more — 
ing or nn 


AIR XVI. A Cobler there was, © 


| Ourſelves like the Great, lo ſecure a Retreat, 
When Matters require muſt give up our Gang: 
| And grod Reaſon why, 
Or in/kead of the Fry, 
£v'n Peachum and I 
[ite poor petty R. aſcals, might hang, bang; j 
Like poor petty Raſcals, might hang. 


Peach. Set your Heart at reſt, PI. —Your Huſband 
is to die To day Therefore if you are not already 


There“ s Comfort tor vou, you Slut. 
Loc! W. e are ready Sir, to conduct you to the O14 Bally. 


AIR XVII. Bonny Dundee, 

Mac. The Charge is prepar'd; the Lawyers are met, 
The Fulz:!s all rang d (a terrible Shew !) 
Igo, undiſmay fir Death is a Debt, | 
A Debt on Demand—S9, take what I owe. 

Then fure gvel, my Love Dear Charmers adieu, 
Contented 1 die— Tis the better far you, 
Here ends all Diſpute the reſt of eur Lives, 

For this Way at ance, pleaſe all my Wives. 


SCENE 
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CEN E 1 
Lucy, Polly, Filch. 


Puly. Follow them, Filch, to the Court. And aka 


the Tryal is over, bring me a particular Account of his 
Behaviour, and of every thing that happen'd. You'll 


find me here with Miſs Lucy. [Ex. Fic ilch.] But why is 
all this Muſick ? 


Lucy Ihe Priſoners whoſe Tryak are put off till next 
Seſſions are div erting themſelves. 


Polhy. Sure there's nothing ſo charming as Mufick! 
I'm fond of it to Diſtraction !—But alas! — now, all Mirth, 
ſeems an Inſuſt upon my Afflictiction Let us retire, m 
dear Lucy, and indulge our Sorrows.— The noiſy Crew, 
you ſee are coming upon us. [Exeunt. 

| A Dance of Priſoners. | = 


SCEN E XIII. 
The Condemn'd Hold. 
Macheath in @ melancholy Poſture. 
AIR XVII. Happy Grove. 
O cruel, cruel, cruel Caſe! 
_ Muft I ſuffer this Diſgrace 2 
AIR XIX. Of all the Girls that are ſo ert 


Of all the Friends i in Time of Grief, 

] ben threat' ning Death looks grimmer, 
Not one ſo ſure can bring Relief, Fn 

And this beſt Friend a Brimmer. (Drinks. 


AIR XX. Britons ſtrike home. 
Since I muſt Swing, — nd [corny I ſcorn to wince or „ avhine, 


[Riſes. 


AIR XXL. Chery-Chaſe. | 


| But now o again my Spirits fink; 


I'll raiſe them bigh with Wine. Drinks a Glaſs of 118 
| A | 
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AIR XXII. To old Sir Simon the King. 
But Valour the fl ranger grows, 
The ſtronger Liquor we're drinking ; 
And how can we feel our Woes, 


N ben we've loſt the Trouble of Thinking ? (Drinks 


AIR XXIII. Joy to Great Ceſar, 


If thus ————— A Man die 


| Much bolder with Brandy. 
(Fours out a Bumper of Brandy. 


AIR XXIV. There was an old Woman. 


Se I drink off this Bumper And now I can fland the Teſt, 
And my Comrades . ſee, that I 4 as eve as the Beſt. 
(Drinks. 


AIR XXV. Did you ever bear of a gall Sailor, 


But can I leave my preety Huſffies, 
Without one Tear, or tender Sigh ? 


ATR XXVI. Why are mine Eyes fill flowing, 
Their Eyes, their Lips, their Buſſes, 
1 my Love. — Ab muſt I die ? 


AIR XXVIL Green Sleeves. 


Since Laws were made for ev'ry Degree 
To curb Vice in others, as well as me, 
-þ wonder we han't better Company, 
Vpon Tyburn Tree! 
| But Gold from Law can take out the Sting; 
And if rich Men like us were to ſwing, 
'T would thin the Land, ſuch Numbers to firing 
| Upon Tyburn Tree! 


* 
a Some Friends of yours, Captain, deſire to be 
admitted. I leave you together. 7 
55 S CEN | W 
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SCENE XIV. 
Macheath, Ben Budge, Matt »f the Mint. 
Mach. For my having broke Priſon, you ſee, Gentle- 


men, I am order'd immediate Execution. —'l he Sheritts 


Officers, I believe, are now at the Door. — That Jemmy 


Teoitcher ſuculd peach me, I own ſurpriz d me !—'lis 
a plain proof: nat the World is all alike, and that ev'n our 
ang can no more tiuſt one another than other People. 
Thereſore, I beg you, Gentlemen, look well to yourſelves, 

for i in all probability you may live ſome Months longer. 
Matt. Weare heartily forry, Captain for your Mis- 
fortune. —— But "tis what we muſt all come to. 

Mach. Peachum and Lockit, you know are infamous 
Scoundrels. I heir Livcs are as much in your Power, as 
Fours are in theirs—Remember your dying Friend ! 
*Tis my laſt Requett.—Bring thoſe Villains to the Gal- 
| lows before you, and J am ſatisfied. 1 

Matt. We'll do't. 

Jailor. Mis Pelly and Miſs _ intreat a Word wich 
you. 

Mauch. Gentlemen, adiey. 


SCENE XV. 
Lucy, Macheath, Pol:y. 
Mach. My dear Lucy dear Pol 8 hatſcever 


hath pait between us is RCW at an End If you are fond 5 
of marrying again, the belt Advice ] can give you. is to 


[tip yourſelves ; off {or the Wejt-Indies, where you'll have 


a tair Chance of getiing a Huſband a- piece; or by good 


Luck, two or thiee, as you like beſt. 
Polly. How can I ſupport this Sight ? 
Lrcy. There is nothing moves one lo much as a great 


8 * an in Diſtrets. 


AIR XXVII. All you that wt hs vow. G. 


Lucy. Would I might be hang 'd! 
Folly. And I ewould ſo 10s 4 


Lucy. 


* 
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Lucy. To be hang'd with you. 
Polly. My dear, with you. . 
Mach. O leave me to Thought ! I fear ! I doubt ! 
oo tremble | I droop !—See my Courage is out. 


(Turns up the empty Bottle. 


Polly. No token of Lowe ? 


Mach. ——— See my Courage ts out. 

. | (Turns up the empty Pot 
Lucy. No token of Love ! 

Polly. Adieu. 

Lucy. Farerwel. 


Mach. But hark ! I hear the Toll of the Bell. 


Chorus. 70 de rol lol, &c. 


Jailor. Four Women more, , Captain, with a Child a- 


piece! See here they come. [Enter Women and Children. 


Mach. What—four Wives more !—This is too much 
—Here—tell the Sheriffs Officers am ready. 


Exit Macheath guarded, 
8 C E. N E XVI. 


— Bs them, enter Player and Beggar. 
"Pen But honeſt Friend, I hope you don't intend that 


1 ſhall be really executed. 


Beg. Moſt certainly, Sir To make the Piece perfect. 


I was for doing ſtrict poetical Juſtice Macheath is to be 


hang'd ; and for the other Perſonages of the Drama, the 


Audience mutt have ſu ppos'd they were all either hang'c d 
or tranſported. 


Play. Why then, Friend, this is a down-right deep 


Tragedy. The Cataſtrophe i is manifeſtly wrong, for an 


Opera mult end happily. 1 
Beg. Your Objection, Sir, is very juſt ; and is eaſily re- 


| mov d. For you muſt allow, that in this kind of Drama, 


tis no matter how abſurdly Things are brought about 


So- you Rabble there, run and cry a Reprieve—let the 


Priſoner be brought back t to his Wives in Triumph. FP 
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Play All this we muſt do, to comply with the Taſte 


of the Town. — . 
Beg. Thro' the whole Piece you may obſerve ſuch a 


Similitude of Manners in high and low Life, that it is dif- 


ficult to determine whether (in the faſhionable Vices) the 


| fine Gentlemen imitate the Gentlemen of the Road, or the 
Gentlemen of the Road the fine Gentlemen — Had the 


Play remain'd as I at firſt intended, it would have car- 
ried a moſt excellent Moral. ”T would have ſhown that 
the lower ſort of People have their Vices in a Degree as 
well as the Rich : And that they are puniſh'd for them. 


SCENE XVII. 
T them Macheath with Rabble, &c. 


Mach. So, it ſeems, I am not left to my Choice, but 
muſt have a Wife at laſt.— Look ye, my Dears, we will 


have no Controverſy now. Let us give this Day to Mirth, 
and I am ſure ſhe who thinks herſelf my Wife will teſtify 


her Joy by a Dance. | | 
All Come a Dance. —a Dance. 
Aach. Ladies, I hope you will give me leave to pre- 


ſent a Partner to each of you. And (if I may without Of- 
fence) for this time, | take Polly tor mine--And for Life, 


you Slut—for we are really married—As for the reſt— 
But at preſent keep your own Secret. (To Polly. 
. A DANCE. 


AIR XXIX Lumps of Pudding, &c. 
Thus I Hand like the Turk with his Doxies around; 
From all Sides their Glances his Paſſion confound ! 

For black, brown, and fair, his Inconſtancy burns, 

And the different Beauties ſubdue him by turns ; 
Each calls forth ber Charms, to provoke his Deſi res, 
Though willing to all, with but one he retires. 
But think of this Maier, nnd put off your Sorrow, 
The Wretch of To-duy may be happy To-morrow. 

Chorus. But think of this Maxim, &. 
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A TABLE of the AIRS. 


i 


ACT I. 
Air 1 TIGI. all the Employments of Life N I 
'Tis Woman that ſeduces all * 2 
3 If any Wench Venus 's Girdle wear 4 
4 If Lane the Virgin's Heart invade 8 
5 A Maid is like the Golden Ore 6 
TY 6 Virgins are like the fair Flower, (fc, — 
| 7 Our Polly is a ſad Slut, fc. 3 
| 8 Can Love be controul'd by Advice IL 
| 90 Folly you might have toy d and kiſt 12 
| 10 likea Ship in Storms, was toſt 13 
11 A Fox may ſteal your Hens, Sir, I 
_ 12 Oh, ponder well ! be not ſevere 16 
1 The Turtle thus with plaintive crying _ wid 
* 14 Pretty Polly, ſay. 1 18 
* 15 My Heart was ſo free | 19 
1 16 Were I laid on Greenland's Coaſt ibid 
17 O what Pain it is to part 


28 The Miſer thus a Shilling ſees 21 


ACTI. Ar Fill ev ry Glaſs, for Wine, Ec. 0 
| Air 2 Let us take the Road 


3 If the Heart of a Man is depreſt with Cares ibid 


4 Youth's the Seaſon made for Joys „ 
5 Before the Barn-door crowing 28 
6 The Gameſters and Lawyers, c. 29 
7 At the Tree 1 ſhall fuer with Pleaſure 30 
8 Man may eſcape from Rope and Gun 31 
9 Thus when a Houſewife ſees a Rñt 33 
10 How cruel are the Traytors | his | 
| 11 The firſt time at the Looking-glaſs 34 
| 12 When you cenſure the Age "Be 


13 Is then his Fate decreed, Sir, : 
14 You'll think &'er many Days enſue l 


a 
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Air 15 If you at an Office ſollicit your Due 

{ | 16 Thus when the Swallow, ſecking Prey 
[ 17 How happy could I be with either, 
1 18 I'm bubbled 
i 19 Ceaſe your Funning 

20 Why how now, Madam Flirt 
21 No Power on Earth can &er divide 

22 I like the Fox ſhall grie ve 


A 0 T III. Air 1 When young at the Bar, Oe. 
Air 2 My Love is all Madneſs and Folly, 
3 Thus Gameſters united in F fy (4H . 
4 The Modes of the Court, &c, 49 * 
= c *W hat Gudgeons are we Men G1 7 
6 In the Days of my Youth, Nc. 52 
| : 7 I'm like a Skiff on the Ocean toſt e | 
8 When a Wife's in her Pout — mY 9 
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13 Which Way ſhall I turn me, Cc. e 
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15 When he holds up his Hand, &c. 61 | 
TE, 16 Ourſel ves like the Great, Oc. e 
17 The Charge is prepar d. Sc. 1 
1 = 18 O cruel, cruel, cruel Caſe ! 62 
| | 19 Of all the F riends in Time of Grief thid 
20 Since I mult twing—l (corn, &c. ibid 
21 But now again my Spirits fink _ thid 
22 Valourthe ſtronger grows — 
23 If thus A Man can die ibi 
24 80 I drink off this Bumper. ——&c. ibid 
25 But canl leave my pretty Huſſies | wid 
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